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Previously... 


Antonio Bellucci, with a little bit of help from Desiré, who until then had been 
the best friend to Laura, continued to terrorise the Wilsons, pushing them to the edge. 

Danny was determined to have the last laugh and get rid of Antonio once and 
for all—a task that proved to be quite difficult but not insurmountable. After all 
Danny was not the kind of person who gave up easily although he was faced with a 
formidable adversary. 

Desiré and her husband Peter have gone back to their homeland, Paris. 

Laura’s son, Jonathan, was doing well in his job as a criminal lawyer, and his 
relationship with his long term TV presenter girl friend Michaela, was serious enough 
to give him the confidence to tie the knot. They did it in style in Las Vegas. The 
testing time in their relationship was finding a place they could call home which they 
eventually did. Admittedly finding their dream house did cause them tremendous 
stress. 

After pledging their love and commitment to each other at the fabulous Grand 
Canyon, one of the most awe inspiring locations on earth, Michaela and Jonathan 
began their journey together as a married couple. 
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CHAPTER 1 


On the morning of 15" August, at 8:45 a.m. Mrs. Michaela Wilson was having breakfast with her 
husband Jonathan at The Geldens Hotel, in the island of Mauri Tsui. They were staying in Room 
102, a beautiful honeymoon suite with spectacular sea-front view. After breakfast Michaela went to 
her room to fetch her camera, to carry with her on a boat trip she was about to take. The distance 
between the hotel dining room and her room was only five minutes away. When she got to her 
room, she inserted her keycard into the door slot, opened the door and went inside, closing the door 
behind her. 

When Jonathan found that his wife was taking too long to return, he decided to go and look 
for her. When he knocked on the door and no one answered he suspected something was wrong. He 
quickly fetched help from the hotel staff who came to open the room door for him. 

As he stepped inside the room he was shocked to see his wife’s lifeless body lying on the 
floor. She had been strangled. 

He immediately commenced mouth to mouth resuscitation. 

The police later on concluded that two men were ransacking the room. When they were 
caught red-handed by Mrs. Michaela Wilson, to avoid being identified they strangled her before 
leaving the room. 
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Days later, five male workers of The Geldens Hotel: 

Tobias Wenonah Hoover (room attendant), 

Adam Osei Penn (floor supervisor), 

Jay Kohree (room attendant), 

Darian Resa and Maurie Anson Egon (both security officers)... 


...were arrested, all in connection of the death of Michaela. 

The two security officers were charged with aiding and abetting a crime but later had all 
charges against them dropped. 

Tobias and Adam were charged with murder and Jay with conspiracy to murder, but he too 
was later released when he turned witness for the State. Four weeks later all three of them appeared 
for a preliminary hearing and they were then fast-tracked for a court trial. 
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Prosecuting the case was Arman Hank and the lawyer for the defence was no other than 


Alan Avramody. 
Hank was a skilled and able prosecutor, but he had been up against Avramody 


before—many times, in fact—and the results were invariably the same. The old maverick bastard 
was unbeatable. Almost all trial lawyers badger hostile witnesses, but Avramody indulged and 
nurtured them, and before he was through, they were contradicting themselves all over the place, 
trying to behelpful to him. He had a knack of turning hard evidence into assumption and 
assumption into unreality. Avramody had the most brilliant legal mind but there was one thing 
Hank was certain of: Avramody would let nothing stop him from winning this case. However, nor 
would Hank. 

The hearing took place in Loris Puto, the capital town of Mauri Tsui and was not expected 
to last more than four weeks. 
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Four hours before the murder trial of Mrs. Michaela Wilson was to begin, Courtroom 3 in 
the capital town of Mauri Tsui was overflowing with spectators. The Courthouse was an enormous 
red building that took up a block on Intendance Street. Of the six courtrooms in the building, only 
three rooms were reserved for criminal trials: Rooms 1, 3 and 5. Room 3 was chosen for that trial 
because it was the largest. The corridors outside Courtroom 3 were jammed and police in blue 
uniforms and light blue shirts were stationed at the two entrances to control the crowd. The cans of 
Pepsi and sandwiches in the electronic machine in the corridor were sold out in the first five 
minutes, and there was a queue in front of the telephone booth. 

The Commissioner of Police was personally supervising the security arrangements. 
Newspaper photographers were everywhere. 

The actual setting of the murder trial was ordinary. Courtroom 3 on the second floor of the 
Courthouse was stuffy and old, the arena of thousands of legal battles that had taken place over the 
years. The room was about sixty feet wide and two hundred feet long. The seats were divided into 
two rows, with twenty wooden benches to each row. Each bench was capable of sitting ten people 
comfortably. 

At the front of the courtroom was a raised podium, on which rested high-backed leather 
chairs for the three presiding judges. The centre chair was for the President of the Court and above 
it hung a huge coat of arms, on either side of which were two national flags partially wrapped 
around a pole made of beech wood. 

In front of the podium, towards the right was the witness stand, a small raised platform on 
which was fixed a reading lectern with a wooden tray to hold papers. On the lectern was a bible. On 
the far right, against the wall was the jury box, filled with nine jurors: six males and three females. 
On the far left was the box where the accused sat. In the middle there was a chair for the Usher and 
further forward there was a rectangular table with chairs on either side for the lawyers. 

All the walls of the room were covered with mahogany board and the floor had black and 
white marble tiles arranged like a chess board. A dozen electric light bulbs hung from the ceiling, 
covered with glass globes. In a section of the room reserved for the press, were reporters, two of 
which were representatives from the United Kingdom. 

Sitting in the front row of the public gallery was Michaela’s mother—Evelyn Hughes, her 
in-laws—Dr Danny Wilson with his wife Laura, and her grieving husband Jonathan Wilson. 
Courtroom 3 despite being huge was packed with people and dozens stood in the aisles to watch the 
trial proceedings of two men who had cut short the life of the honeymooner, Mrs. Michaela Wilson. 

Despite efforts to manage Jonathan Wilson's arrival at the courtroom for the first day of the 
trial, he was jostled by crowds; there was again some unruly behaviour as local press photographers 
tried to break out of a security barrier. 

Seated on the lawyer’s chair was Alan Avramody—Lawyer for the defence. Sitting opposite 
him was Arman Hank, the prosecutor for the State. 

The experts agreed that while Arman Hank might be competent enough to handle routine 
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cases, he was hopelessly out of his depth on this one. 
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CHAPTER 2 


As Mr. Justice Japheth Arvin Frick—chairman of the judges entered the courtroom, the usher called 
out. 

‘All rise.” And everyone in the room stood up. Once the judge was seated, the usher told 
everyone to be seated. 

Judge Frick requested, ‘the defendants will please rise.’ 

Both defendants got on their feet. 

Turning to the first defendant. ‘State your full name please?’ 

‘Tobias Wenonah Hoover.’ 

‘Mr. Hoover, you have been charged with murder in the first degree. How do you plead?’ 

‘Not guilty your honour.’ 

Then looking at the second defendant. ‘State your full name please?’ 

‘Adam Osei Penn.’ 

‘Mr. Penn, you have been charged with murder in the first degree. How do you plead?’ 

‘Not guilty your honour.’ 

You may both sit. 

There were noises coming from the gallery. 

The judge hit his gavel a couple of times then he began to address those present. 

‘Ladies and gentlemen,’ he said, ‘can I have your attention please... There are more people 
gathered in this chamber than have ever been in this room before. Therefore I ask you to refrain 
from shouting, talking, clapping, laughing, and doing anything that could be construed as a 
disturbance to the proceedings. We are all here because we want to know the real facts in this case. 
Everybody is going to be heard if we have to sit here for weeks.’ Then he called upon the counsel 
for the prosecution to begin. 

Arman Hank rose to make his opening address to the jury. ‘Mrs. Michaela Wilson,’ he said, 
‘came to our country to spend a dream honeymoon with her husband Jonathan Wilson, but sadly it 
turned into a nightmare. On 15" August, she’d left the dining room of The Geldens Hotel—where 
she was staying, to go to her room to fetch a camera so that she could take pictures on the boat trip 
she was about to take with her husband. When she entered her hotel room she was brutally strangled 
by two men who were already inside raiding the place. Before this trial is over, the State will prove 
that the two men who conspired together and committed this hideous crime were no other than 
Tobias Wenonah Hoover and Adam Osei Penn,’ had said as he pointed to them sitting in the dock. 
‘Mrs. Wilson caught them robbing in her room and for that she was killed. Forensics has placed the 
two defendants at the scene of the murder. They are the only ones who had the motive and the 
opportunity. We shall prove beyond reasonable doubt...’ 

Arman Hank kept his address short and to the point, and it was the turn for counsel for the 
defence to make his opening remarks. He was none other than Alan Avramody, a man who was 


well known in Mauri Tsui. He was acknowledged to be one of the greatest criminal lawyers in the 
land and some would even say in the world. He had defended clients ranging from heads of 
government who had been found with their hands in the public coffers, to murderers who had been 
caught red-handed by the police, and he had never lost a major case. Alan Avramody was thin and 
emaciated-looking and was known to be a master at playing to the spectators. When Alan 
Avramody addressed a jury, his speech was always crisp and sharp. He never had difficulty 
expressing himself. He spoke half a dozen languages fluently and when his busy schedule allowed, 
he gave lectures to law students at the local university. As a tactical ploy, sometimes he would 
purposely pretend to be in difficulty finding the correct words that a juror would helpfully utter the 
word that he was scrabbling for, at which point his face would fill with such relief and indescribable 
gratitude that the entire panel of jurors would warm up to him. 

The spectators in the courtroom watched Alan Avramody as he clumsily gathered his papers 
together and prepared to make his opening speech. Hesitantly he approached the jury box, as though 
awed by his surroundings. 

‘The death of Mrs. Wilson,’ Alan Avramody said, ‘is shocking and it should never have 
happened, but unfortunate it did and more unfortunately it happened in our beloved country. 
Whoever did it should be brought to justice and given the maximum sentence permitted by law. 
However, ladies and gentlemen of the jury, these two men in the dock are not the killers. I am sure 
that my learned colleague for the State will do his best to show that he has got the right people. I 
can’t wait to see his evidence.’ Avramody stopped to scratch the crown of his head and looked 
down at the floor as though trying to remember where he had left off. He nodded to himself, and 
then looked up at the jury. 

‘These two men in the dock are being tried because they broke another law, a hotel law that 
says they must not enter a room that has got a sign saying Do Not Disturb on it. That does not make 
them killers,’ Avramody said, raising his voice. 

Avramody stopped again to pull out a large white cloth which he used as a handkerchief, 
blew his nose and then slowly replaced it in his pocket. 

‘If they have broken a hotel law, let their manager discipline them, sack them if needs be. 
But, ladies and gentlemen, we cannot punish them for a murder they did not commit. Mrs. 
Michaela Wilson is unfortunately not here and therefore cannot identify her killers for us. I am sure, 
if she was here, she would not want to see these two men being punished for a crime they did not 
commit.’ 

The spectators were dead quiet and some even nodded their heads in agreement to what the 
defence lawyer had said. 

Jonathan Wilson—himself a criminal lawyer by profession—on the other hand, swung 
around in his seat and glared at the spectators, his eyes blazing with rage. 


38 28 2k 


Hank thought that he had a strong evidential case against the defendants, and while 
Avramody might be able to hypnotize the jury into overlooking the evidence, he would not be able 
to sway the three judges on the bench. So it was with sheer willpower mixed with trepidation that 
the Special Prosecutor for the State began to grill the defendants. 


28 2 ok 
First to take the stand was Jonathan Wilson—the grieving husband. He broke down in court 
as he described the moment he found his new bride strangled in their hotel room in Mauri Tsui. 


Prosecutor Arman Hank was examining the witness. 
“Will you please tell the Court your name?’ 
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‘Jonathan Wilson.’ 

‘And your occupation?’ 

‘I am an attorney.’ 

‘Please tell us what happened.’ 

‘My wife and I had just finished breakfast in the hotel dining room. She decided to return to 
the hotel room to pick up her camera as she wanted to take a few pictures on a boat trip we had 
lined up. When I found she was taking too long to return back to the hotel poolside, where I was 
waiting, I made my way back to the hotel room.’ Jonathan paused to regain his composure. 

‘Please go on,’ prosecutor Hank said. 

‘When I got to Room 102 I knocked and when no one answered I went to get a member of 
the hotel staff to open the door. As I entered the room I saw Michaela lying on the bedroom floor.’ 
His voice was halting. ‘I fell to my knees and prayed after trying desperately to revive her. Her lips 
were blue and I kept on just saying: Michaela, Michaela, wake up, come on, come on... Then I 
could see this mark on her neck. I didn't know what was going on. I was grabbing her and trying to 
press on her chest and attempted CPR. I don't even know CPR... I was just holding her in my arms, 
telling her to come on, just to wake up.’ 

Wearing a grey suit and white shirt in court, Jonathan went on to reveal how he was treated 
by police following his wife's death. He said four officers drove him away from the hotel in a jeep. 

‘Further up the road they pulled in at the side of a road and a couple of the policemen got 
out and they went to the other side of the road to a fast food van and they got themselves something 
to eat,’ he said. Continuing with his account, ‘I was then taken to a derelict-looking building where 
I was put in a room and officers took off my shirt and examined me for marks... I could see what 
was going through their minds,’ he said. ‘They put handcuffs on me and I was sat down on a bench 
and left alone.’ 

‘For how long, would you say you sat in that room alone?’ 

‘It was for at least five hours, I'm sure, more—actually it was late into the night.’ 

‘Then what happened?’ 

‘I was eventually released after making a statement and I returned to the hotel where a nurse 
cared for me through the night.’ 

‘Tell us about your wife. What kind of person was she?’ 

Jonathan began to describe his wife and produced pictures of her that were passed to the 
jury. 

‘Michaela,’ he said, ‘was a wonderful, wonderful person, a really special human... She 
completed my whole life... She was loved by her mother—she was her only daughter. She was 
cherished by my parents... She had so many special qualities that it would be impossible for me to 
fully explain how much of a good person she was... She was full of life and full of happiness... 
Anyone who had the pleasure of knowing her or meeting Michaela would give testament to that... I 
do not have the words to fully explain how much she meant to me and how much she still means to 
me and her family.’ He added: ‘She was the most beautiful person I have ever seen. I've yet to see 
anyone prettier than Michaela.’ 

“When you were at the police station, did anyone say anything to you?’ 

“Yes. Whilst I was handcuffed and taken to a room I was in tears. One officer told me: What 
are you crying about? You're young, you'll get another wife. 

Before leaving the witness box Jonathan said his life ended when his wonderful, wonderful 
wife died on their honeymoon. 

There was deadly silence in the room. During that emotional account, one woman juror even 
wiped a tear that was about to run down her cheek. 

‘Why did you pick Mauri Tsui for your honeymoon?’ 

‘When we got engaged, after having secured a home in November the next nine months of 
our lives were occupied with planning a wedding and a honeymoon,’ he said. ‘As a TV presenter 
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she had the summer off to plan where we would go. Michaela was always adamant that she would 
love to see Mauri Tsui,’ he revealed. ‘As a honeymoon surprise I picked the accommodation on the 
island. For the seven days we spent in Los Angeles on the first half of our honeymoon, my wife had 
the last say and chose where we stayed.’ 

‘And why The Geldens Hotel?’ 

‘I was the one to suggest The Geldens Hotel,’ he said. ‘I had heard many good reviews and 
it seemed to be very popular with British honeymooners.’ 

‘How was the reception when you arrived at the hotel?’ 

‘When we landed on the island two days before my wife died and we went straight to the 
hotel after having spent seven wonderful days in LA... I had opted for the all inclusive package at 
The Geldens Hotel, with all food and activities paid for.’ 

‘Thank you, Mr. Wilson.’ Prosecutor Hank turned to Avramody. ‘Your witness.’ 
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Alan Avramody nodded amiably and rose and sauntered over to the distressed-looking 
Jonathan in the witness box. 

“You’re an attorney, Mr. Wilson.’ 

‘Tam.’ 

‘And an excellent one, I’m sure. I’m surprised that we have not met professionally before. 
The firm I’m with deals in many branches of law. Perhaps you’ve come across one of my partners 
in some corporate litigation?’ 

‘No. I don’t do corporate work.’ 

‘I beg your pardon? Perhaps in a divorce case, then?’ 

‘I am not a divorce lawyer.’ 

‘Oh.’ Avramody was beginning to look puzzled and ill-at ease, as though he was making a 
fool of himself. ‘Securities?’ 

‘No.’ Jonathan was beginning to enjoy the lawyer’s humiliation. His face took on a smug 
look and Hank began to worry. How many times had he seen that look on the faces of witnesses that 
Avramody was preparing for the slaughter? 

Avramody was scratching his head in bafflement. ‘I give up,’ he said ingenuously. ‘What 
kind of law do you specialize in?’ 

‘Criminal cases.’ The answer was a barbed shaft, perfectly delivered. 

A rueful look appeared on Avramody’s face and he shook his head. ‘I should have known.’ 

‘Thank you, sir.” Jonathan Wilson made no attempt to conceal his smugness. Not every 
witness got a chance to score off Avramody. 

‘Mr. Wilson, the thoughts of the entire population of this country are with you,’ said 
Avramody. ‘And nothing that one can say would bring back the woman you obviously loved and 
still do. I have just a few questions for you. Why did you allow your wife to go to the room alone?’ 
Avramody asked. 

‘I wanted to go with her and in hind sight I should have gone with her. Had I done so, she 
would be here today... The room was only five minutes away from the dining room, and she had 
told me that she was going to be alright and asked me to stay behind and finished my coffee.’ 

‘I put it to you that the reason you allowed your wife to go to the room alone was because 
you were upset with her following the argument you both had.’ 

‘Not true, we had never argued,’ Jonathan asserted. 

‘Ts that so?’ 

At that point the defence played a CCTV footage showing Jonathan and Michaela having a 
row in the hotel reception. There were loud noises in the public gallery causing Judge Frick to bang 
his gavel several times. However, later on in the court proceedings, police came with proof that the 


couple in the video were in fact a look-alike pair of Italian holidaymakers. 

After a short pause Avramody went on. ‘Okay, let’s move on... My understanding is that 
Room 102 was not the one originally allocated to you. What brought about this change?’ 

‘My wife and I had a game between ourselves where we would always see if we could 
secure a better room when we arrived at a hotel. Michaela and I had gone to many hotels and it was 
always a game of ours, could we get an upgrade. So when we arrived we asked could we get an 
upgrade and the lady went to check and she said yes, she could give us an upgrade. We never got to 
see the other room.’ 

‘So you were off to a great start then,’ Avramody commented. 

‘Yes.’ 

‘No one working there looked like killers or thieves to you... did they?’ 

‘Objection,’ prosecutor Hank shouted. 

Avramody lifted his hand in the air and said, ‘I withdraw the question,’ and as he was 
trotting back to his seat he turned round and looked at Jonathan. ‘Mr. Wilson, do you and your wife 
play any other games?’ 

‘I beg your pardon?’ 

Avramody’s voice took on an awed tone. ‘I don’t want to pry into your personal business, 
Mr. Wilson, but as a matter of personal curiosity, police found a sex magazine lying in your room, 
what was it doing there?’ 

‘It was not a sex magazine, it was an advertising insert in a Woman’s Own magazine that 
my wife bought at the airport,’ Jonathan said defensively. 

‘Oh, that’s what it was... No need to be embarrassed, I myself look at them occasionally...’ 

‘Objection,’ prosecutor Hank shouted. 

‘Sustained.’ 

Avramody stopped abruptly. 

‘Thank you,’ Avramody said gently. “You’ve been most helpful.’ 

Tiny beads of sweat could be seen on Jonathan Wilson’s forehead. He turned to look at 
prosecutor Hank but he was studiously concentrating on a crack in the floor. # 
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CHAPTER 3 


When the court session resumed, the next person to take the stand was room-attendant Jay Kohree, 
33, who was originally arrested in connection with the case but later freed. He testified for the 
prosecution implicating hotel room attendant Tobias Hoover, 31, and floor supervisor Adam Penn, 
42. 

‘Tobias and Adam,’ Kohree said, ‘attacked Mrs. Wilson when she caught them stealing in 
her room.’ 

‘Tell the court what you saw, Mr. Kohree,’ prosecutor Hank said. 

‘I was passing along the corridor outside the room and I heard a scuffle taking place in 
Room 102 at The Geldens Hotel. Then I heard a female voice crying: argh, argh, argh as if she was 
in pain. A few minutes later I saw Tobias and Adam leave the room.’ 

‘Thank you, Mr. Kohree.’ Prosecutor Hank turned to Avramody. ‘Your witness.’ 
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“You are sure these are the two men you saw leaving Room 102?’ Avramody asked Jay 
Kohree. 

‘Yes.’ 

“You told this court you heard screams, but you did nothing to stop it or report it. Why?’ 
Avramody pressed. 

“When they saw me they stopped and threatened me.’ 

‘How did they threaten you?’ 

‘They told me if I said anything they would kill my family, then they would kill me. So I 
decided to continue on my way pretending I had seen or heard nothing.’ 

‘Oh, I see... Now I am confused because you are here today. Aren’t you frightened 
anymore?’ asked Avramody. 

‘Err... Iam, but... when I saw the horrible pictures of the murder victim in the papers I felt 
sick. I decided to throw caution to the wind and went straight to my local police station.’ 

‘A sudden prick of conscience, was it?’ 

‘If you want to put it that way, sir.’ 

‘How else should I put it?” Avramody quickly added: ‘Don’t answer that. Instead, tell me, 
did the police believe you?’ 

‘At first the police did not buy my story and arrested me.’ 

‘They arrested you? Did not they arrest you because they thought you killed Mrs. Wilson 
and then locked you in the police cell for four hours I believe?’ 

‘Yes, but they then released me.’ 

‘T have no further questions for this witness, but I reserve the right to re-call him to the stand 
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if needs be.’ Avramody said and walked back to his seat, feeling somewhat irritated. 
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Outlined in a confession statement given to the police, and signed by room attendant Tobias 
Hoover—of the hotel in question, he said that he had hidden himself in the toilet when he heard 
someone at the door. He stood there. When he saw Mrs. Wilson open the door of the toilet and was 
about to scream, he strangled her so that she would not be around to identify him. In the same 
statement, Tobias had also confessed that he had been in the room to steal the couple's valuables 
and money which he had spotted while cleaning the room the day before. 

The other accused, Adam Penn had not made any statement of admission to the police. 

Allegedly, Tobias admitted to committing the crime to officers after a third accused and 
fellow room attendant Jay Kohree made a statement when he was charged with conspiracy to 
murder. 
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Cross examining Tobias, prosecutor Hank said, ‘earlier, while answering questions posed to 
you by your own lawyer, you told the jury you had no choice but to sign an admission because the 
police threatened to lock up your parents and deport your wife.’ 

“Yes this is correct.’ 

‘I put it to you that you concocted parts of your testimony to make it sound better.’ 

‘No I did not invent or lie and I am not lying now,’ Tobias insisted and started to cry non 
stop. 

The Court was adjourned for a period to allow him time to compose himself. During this 
marathon day on the witness stand at the Supreme Court, where proceedings extended three hours 
longer than anticipated, the defendant vehemently and consistently rejected the allegations that the 
version of events he provided to the police when he was first arrested, contradicted the one he was 
giving to the court. The accused also claimed that police repeatedly pushed his head under water 
during interrogation, forcing him to vomit blood. 2 


21 


CHAPTER 4 


On the second day of the trial, Tobias had already been in the witness box for approaching four 
hours giving evidence, when the defence concluded their questions. However, despite it having 
reached a juncture when court ordinarily rose for the day, judge Mr. Justice Japheth Arvin Frick 
allowed cross examination to commence, later explaining he was mindful of the State's concerns 
that the testimony be split. 

For the next few hours, as darkness descended outside, prosecutor Hank pressed the accused 
time and again to explain apparent discrepancies in his accounts of his movements the day Mrs. 
Michaela Wilson was murdered. 

Hank claimed that two other statements given to the police before that one, in which there 
were no admissions, were also incorrect. But after rigorous probing by the prosecutor and judge 
Frick, the accused conceded the facts contained in the statements were correct and what he meant to 
say was that they were incomplete, having missed out certain details. 

Prosecutor Hank then set about comparing the accounts in those statements to the testimony 
the witness gave in court. 

“You killed Michaela Wilson, Didn’t you? 

‘No. I did not,’ Tobias replied. ‘At 9:05 a.m. I had been in the room where Mrs. Wilson was 
found dead, to clean it on the day of the crime, but I left at 10:05 a.m.’ 

This was ten minutes before the prosecution contended Mrs. Michaela Wilson was 
strangled. It was in that crucial 45 to 60 minute period that followed 10:15 a.m. that the alarm was 
raised about Michaela’s body having been found. Tobias claimed he was completing various other 
jobs. When asked what they were, he listed amongst other things the following: replacing shampoo 
in Room 103, delivering cocktail invites to other guest rooms, stopping at an equipment pantry, 
visiting the hotel's boathouse to get a wheel on his trolley pumped and finally chatting with co- 
workers, including Adam Penn, outside Room 101. 

‘There was no mention of replacing the shampoo in 103 in your statement to the police on 
the 18" August—the day after the murder,’ Hank pointed out. ‘You lied in your statement?’ he 
asked. 

‘No.’ 

‘Yes, you told a big lie?’ 

‘No.’ The accused replied firmly. 

‘You said, you spent three minutes in the pantry while testifying, yet in the statement of 18" 
August, you put that timeframe at ten minutes.’ Prosecutor Hank told Tobias. ‘I tell you, you have 
told a lot of lies today,’ he said. ‘Did you tell lies in your statement or not?’ 

‘T had already been subjected to police brutality at that point in police custody. When my 
statement was taken I was disturbed (in the head),’ Tobias insisted. 

‘You told the court yesterday you had been talking with Adam Penn and two co-workers 
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outside Room 101 for half an hour, but in your statement to the police you said you had been with 
them for 15 minutes,’ Hank pointed out. ‘Why did you say 30 minutes yesterday?’ he asked. 

Tobias remained silent. 

‘Could the reason be that you wanted to invent a story?’ 

‘No,’ replied Tobias. 

“Yes, you had to invent a story,’ Hank pressed. 

Again the accused responded, ‘no.’ 

“Which is it?’ said Hank. ‘15 minutes or 30 minutes?’ 

‘30 minutes,’ said Tobias. 

‘That means you lied about 15 minutes,’ Hank reiterated. 

‘I was disturbed,’ said Tobias. 

Hank went on to highlight a series of other apparent inconsistencies. He questioned the 
claimed length of time—five minutes—it took the accused to walk to the boathouse, why he had 
never mentioned the name of the boathouse manager to the police and why he failed to tell officers 
of an encounter during the crucial period when he said he saw Adam Penn talking on the phone, 
even though he was able to recount it in court. 

‘On 18" August, details were fresh in your head,’ said Prosecutor Hank. ‘But it's another 
four months later that you remember these things that happened? I put it to you that you invented 
the story that Adam Penn was on the phone—it’s a story.’ 

‘No, that's not true,’ replied Tobias. 

‘You told the court you went to clean Mrs. Michaela Wilson’s room despite a Do Not 
Disturb sign being on the door and said you did this on Adam Penn’s instructions. Such an action 
was against hotel policy. Why did you do it?’ Hank asked. 

‘It's not against procedure,’ insisted Tobias. 

“Why are you covering for Adam Penn?’ Hank wanted to know. 

‘No, I'm not,’ Tobias said. 

On Tuesday, Tobias Hoover revealed to the court he had experienced a problem at a 
previous hotel he had worked in when he was wrongly accused of theft, insisting he was cleared by 
a disciplinary committee. On Wednesday he confirmed to Prosecutor Hank that he had been 
arrested during the episode, which saw an Italian couple claim they had 500 Euros stolen. 

‘On the 19 August you signed a police diary book admitting involvement. The following 
day you signed a full confession statement, didn’t you? 

“Yes.” 

‘Why?’ Prosecutor Hank asked. 

‘Both were extracted by police brutality. The police threatened to send my wife Salma to 
England to live with Mr. Wilson. The officer told me that the man's wife is dead; he needs a woman 
to live with. The police also said they would lock up and torture my parents. At that time I just 
thought of my family,’ Tobias said. ‘I had to sign.’ 

At that point the accused became very emotional again and could not stop crying, forcing 
the judge to adjourn court for 10 minutes to allow the visibly emotional witness time to compose 
himself. 
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Ten minutes later Prosecutor Hank resumed his interrogation. 

‘Earlier on, during questioning by your lawyer you alleged that whilst you were at the office 
of the police’s major crime investigation team (MCIT) you were stripped and tortured with a bucket 
filled with water. You claimed a police constable Jean Robert held your neck from behind and other 
officers blocked your hands and legs. This is a lie, isn’t it?’ 

‘It is not. Constable Robert held my head in the bucket of water around six or seven times. 
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My head was in the bucket, I was struggling. I couldn't breathe, I was choking. He then pulled out 
my head and gave me a punch on my back and I was vomiting blood.’ After a pause to compose 
himself, Tobias added, ‘I crossed my hands and I told them: I would fall at your feet, don't take 
away my family.’ 

‘Did you tell anyone about this?’ 

‘No.’ 

‘Not even your lawyer?’ 

‘Especially not my lawyer. The police told me not to tell him about the abuse. And the 
following day they again warned me ahead of returning to the police station to sign my full 
confession. 

“Are you saying the police intimidated you?’ 

‘Yes. One officer even threatened to throw me under the wheels of a bus. Again and again 
the police officer told me to make sure to do exactly as they said when giving my statement 
otherwise they would act against my family. Even my lawyer Arthur Ivan was threatened by police 
and told to remain quiet as he attempted to make me aware of my rights. I was crying. I looked at 
my lawyer, I wanted to tell him something but I was scared to tell him.’ 

‘Mr. Tobias, how long have you worked at The Geldens Hotel?’ 

‘Five years, sir.’ 

‘Is that the only place you have worked? 

‘No sir. Previous to that I worked at Landora House.’ 

‘Were you happy there?’ 

“Yes.” 

“Why did you quit then?’ 

‘T didn’t.’ 

‘Oh, you work there as well?’ 

‘No, I was fired?’ 

‘Were you now? Oh, yes, yes, yes, this is where you robbed a couple of their money, didn’t 
you?’ 

‘That’s what I was accused of. However a disciplinary committee cleared me.’ 

“That was lucky for you, wasn’t it?’ 

“So the couple who accused you of taking 500 Euros from their room, were lying?’ 

‘It was not me.’ 

‘I can’t imagine why everybody seems to be against you...Is Jay Kohree lying when he said 
you killed Michaela Wilson?’ 

‘Yes.’ 

“Why would he do that... didn’t you get on with him?’ 

‘T got on with him fine. We were always telling jokes to each other and laughing together.’ 

‘When the police arrested you, were you laughing then?’ 

‘Objection.’ 

‘Withdrawn.’ 

“When the police arrested you, you were in a rented flat, were you not?’ 

‘Yes.’ 

‘This is after your father threw you out of his house!’ 

‘He did not throw me out... I left on my own accord.’ 

“Why was that?’ 

“Well... I could not get on with my father, so I left.’ 

“You mean you quarrelled with him?’ 

“Yes.” 

“What was the quarrel about?’ 

‘T had failed to buy a gas cylinder.’ 
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‘So you could not buy a gas cylinder, yet you had money to rent a flat?’ 

Tobias remained quiet. 

‘I put it to you that to make ends meet you rob other people and when Mrs. Wilson saw you 
doing exactly that you strangled her. Didn’t you?’ 

‘No, I did not.’ 

“Yes you did?’ 

‘Objection, the prosecutor is badgering my client,’ Avramody yelled. 

‘Have you got any more questions for this witness?’ Judge Frick asked. 

‘Just a couple more, your honour.’ 

‘Then phrase them properly,’ Judge Frick warned. 

‘After you had signed the confession statement, you and your father met briefly in a police 
station. An officer who witnessed the incident claimed you said to your father, Forget about your 
son now, I have made a mistake. Isn’t that true?’ 

“Yes. I was referring to the family fall out and not the murder.’ 

Looking at Avramody, prosecutor Hank said, ‘your witness,’ and walked to his seat, angrily. 
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Avramody walked slowly to the witness box to cross examine Tobias. ‘Did you sign a 
confession which you now are saying is not true?’ he asked Tobias in a very gentle voice. 

‘Mr. Swanson told me to sign there, and I had to sign there, sir,’ said Tobias. ‘I was 
frightened. Whatever he told me to sign I signed and nothing was read to me.’ 

“You took part in a reconstruction exercise, didn’t you?’ 

“Yes.” 

‘Tell us about it.’ 

‘I was taken back to The Geldens Hotel and I was told to stand and pose at certain points in 
and around the crime scene and again threatened with serious consequences if I did not co-operate.’ 

“You said you did not tell anyone about police abuse. Now, this is not entirely true, or is it?’ 

‘Err... well; it was four days later that I had my first private interview with my previous 
lawyer. It was the first time I had met him personally. Only then was I able to tell him about the 
abuse.’ 

‘Jay Kohree has testified to this court that you and Adam Penn murdered Mrs. Michaela 
Wilson with premeditation. Is that true?’ 

‘No, it is not true,’ replied Tobias. ‘My lord, Jay Kohree doesn't speak the truth, he is a liar,’ 
Tobias complained. ‘Its lies, I never saw that woman, never talked to her, I didn't know her.’ 

Defence lawyer Avramody trying to drum up sympathy from the jurors, asked, ‘are you on 
medication?’ 

“Yes sir. Since police officers have beaten me I get really scared,’ Tobias responded. ‘I can't 
sleep, I only think about what happened.’ 

Avramody shook his head. ‘Have you got nightmares about the MCIT?’ 

“Yes sir,’ Tobias replied. 

‘One final question,’ defence lawyer Avramody said, ‘have you lied to cover for Adam 
Penn.’ 

‘No I have not,’ Tobias said. ‘I only speak the truth.’ 

At that point, the court proceedings were adjourned. # 
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CHAPTER 5 


On the 4"" week of the trial, prosecutor Hank was examining a witness. 

“Your name, please?’ 

‘Decosta. Fiona Decosta.’ 

‘Miss or Mrs.?’ 

‘Mrs. I’m a widow.’ 

“What is your occupation, Mrs. Decosta?’ 

‘T’m an upstairs maid.’ 

“Where do you work?’ 

‘In Landora House, Landora Coats Road, Adegan Burg. 

“You mean those beautiful two storey flats opposite The Geldens Hotel, do you? Just across 
the road to the hotel, I believe?’ 

‘That’s correct.’ 

‘Would you please take a look at the two defendants seated in the dock? Have you ever seen 
them before?’ 

‘Sure. Many times.’ 

“Would you tell the court under what circumstances?’ 

‘They used to work with me at Landora House before they left to work in The Geldens 
Hotel. On one occasion I caught them kissing each other, like they were... you know...’ she giggled 
shyly. 

‘No I don’t know. Like what Mrs. Decosta?’ 

‘Am I on television?’ she asked cheekily. 

‘No Mrs. Decosta, you are in court and we have no television here.’ 

‘Oh!’ she said sounding disappointed. Then she whispered, ‘like they were two of them... 
err... lovers.’ 

There was a gasp from the spectators. Prosecutor Hank glanced over at defence attorney 
Avramody to see if he was going to object, but instead he had a dreamy smile on his face. The smile 
made Hank more nervous than ever. He turned back to the witness. 

“Where else have you seen them?’ 

‘I saw the fat looking one, pointing to Tobias; with his hands round that poor girl’s neck... 
he was strangling her... Fancy killing that poor woman like that.’ 

“You are certain this is the man you saw? You are under oath, you know.’ 

“He was the one, alright!’ 

‘T was horrified!’ 

‘Thank you, Mrs. Decosta.’ Prosecutor Hank turned to Avramody. ‘Your witness.’ 
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Alan Avramody nodded pleasantly, got up and approached the frail-looking woman in the 
witness box. 

‘You are a fine looking woman, Mrs. Decosta, if I may say so.’ 

“Thank you,’ she giggled, ‘you are not too bad yourself.’ 

‘That is very nice of you to say so... my grandmother looks just like you but she does not 
look as young as you do.’ 

‘I am 70 years old you know.’ 

“You are kidding me.’ 

“Well actually tomorrow I will be 70.’ 

‘Still... Now tell me, how long have you worked at Landora House, Mrs. Decosta?’ 

‘Over ten years.’ 

‘Ten years! You must be very good at your job.’ 

‘Of course I am,’ she said proudly. 

‘T’ve been thinking of buying a holiday flat in Landora House. Perhaps you could come and 
clean my flat when I do. My problem is that I like a bit of privacy. As I remember people living in 
The Geldens Hotel across the road are forever leaving their curtains open and looking out.’ 

‘Oh, no, sir. All the windows at The Geldens Hotel have Venetian blinds just like those in 
Landora House.’ 

‘Oh, good. People from outside cannot really see in?’ 

‘No, sir, it’s very difficult. The flats at The Geldens Hotel are at least a hundred yards away 
from Landora House. I know one flat that’s up for sale, sir. You’d have all the privacy you need and 
I can recommend my sister to do the cleaning for you. She’s good... she’s tidy and she cooks a bit.’ 

‘Well, thank you, Mrs. Decosta, that sounds wonderful. Perhaps I could call her sometimes.’ 

‘She does a bit of work during the day. She is usually home at six.’ 

‘What time is it now?’ 

‘I don’t carry a watch.’ 

‘Ah. There’s a large clock on the wall over there. What does it say?’ 

‘Well, it’s hard to make out.’ 

‘How far away would you say that clock is?’ 

‘About—err—fifty feet.’ 

“Twenty-three feet, Mrs. Decosta. No more questions.’ 
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There was no DNA from Tobias and Adam who had been accused of murdering Mrs. 
Michaela Wilson found on her body or at the crime scene. 

“Will you please state your name for the record?’ 

‘Rufena Woodfoss.’ 

“Miss or Mrs?’ 

“Ms.” 

‘Occupation?’ 

‘Forensic expert.’ 

“You were asked to examine whether the DNA of defendants Tobias Hoover and Adam 
Penn was present on the victim’s body or at the scene of the crime, were you not?’ 

‘Yes.’ 

‘Did you?’ 

‘T did and I did not find genetic material of the two accused on a range of swabs taken from 
the tragic honeymooner or on samples recovered from the hotel room in the luxurious Geldens 
Hotel where she was found strangled, but...’ 
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‘Thank you Ms Woodfoss... there were no matches of DNA found.’ 

‘There were.’ 

‘I beg your pardon?’ 

‘There were traces of their DNA in the room.’ 

‘But not on the body of Mrs. Michaela Wilson,’ Avramody retorted. ‘Did you find genetic 
material of anyone else?’ 

‘Yes. The only genetic material found on a sample taken from the victim’s head came from 
her husband Mr. Jonathan Wilson.’ 

‘Since it was from a sole contributor then we can rule out Tobias and Adam, could we not?’ 

‘Err... yes... but...’ 

“You have been very helpful Ms Woodfoss.’ Avramody said. ‘I am sure you did a thorough 
examination and we should be proud to have conscientious people like you around.’ Avramody 
trotted back to his seat. 
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Earlier Tobias had alleged that police beat a confession out of him in the wake of the 
honeymooner's death. In court when a policeman was asked what he did with Tobias the morning 
after the crime, he remained silent. 

‘Would you state your name for the court please?’ 

‘Steven Ahourihan Swain.’ 

“What is your occupation?’ 

‘Tam a constable in the Major Crime Investigation Team.’ 

‘How long have you been a constable there?’ 

“Ten years.’ 

‘So it would be fair to say that you are quite experienced in doing the job of policing?’ 

‘I would like to think so.’ 

‘Then constable could you tell the court what you and your team did with my client in the 
two-and-a-half hour period between you arriving at The Geldens Hotel and Tobias Hoover making 
a statement in a local police station.’ 

The court fell silent as the officer did not offer an answer. 

After a few moments, Judge Mr. Justice Frick intervened. 

‘Let the record show that the witness remains silent to this question,’ he said. 

“What’s happened constable, has someone cut out your tongue? Don’t be shy; I am sure you 
guys did a wonderful job on my client, so let's hear it.’ 

‘I was questioning the accused about his movements.’ 

‘Questioning or beating a confession out of him?’ 

‘I did not beat him,’ the constable insisted. 

“Who did?’ 

“No one.’ 

“What else did you do besides questioning Tobias?’ 

‘T can’t remember.’ 

‘A sudden lapse of memory,’ Avramody commented sarcastically with a grimace on his 
face. 

‘No further questions.’ 
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After four weeks everyone agreed that Avramody had conducted the best defence they had 
ever witnessed. It was time for the court to arrive at a decision. The chairman of the judges called 
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upon the prosecutor to make his final summation, and he was followed by Alan Avramody. 

‘It has been said by the prosecution that the two defendants, Mr. Tobias Hoover and Mr. 
Adam Penn, murdered Mrs. Michaela Wilson when she caught them red-handed stealing... I would 
like you to look at them.’ 

Defence lawyer Avramody turned to look at Tobias and Adam, every eye in the courtroom 
did the same. 

‘Do they look like murderers to you? No. Of course not! If there are any victims present in 
this court, you are looking at them now sitting in the dock. I have gone into all the evidence, very 
carefully if I may say so, and I have convinced myself, as I will convince you, that these two people 
are innocent... Please let me make it clear to you—members of the jury, that I am not representing 
Mr. Adam Penn. He has his own counsel and a very able fellow he is. But it has been alleged by the 
State that the two people sitting there are fellow conspirators that they have plotted and 
committed murder together. So if one is guilty, both are guilty. I tell you now that both are innocent. 
And nothing will make me change my mind.’ 

Avramody’s voice got louder. 

‘It is a tale, a bed time story but a very good one. My client has no more idea than you do 
who killed Mrs. Michaela Wilson. If Tobias had not seen pictures of her in the press he would not 
even know what she looked like. How would he know? He had never even met her, let alone 
harmed her.’ 

Avramody paused for a moment then he moved slowly towards the jurors, stared briefly at 
each of them before continuing. 

‘I would like you reasonable people to think for a moment what it is like to be accused of 
murdering someone you have never met.’ 

Avramody turned round as if to walk away from the jurors, and then he turned to address 
them again. 

‘There are theories that Mrs. Wilson surprised the thieves and to prevent from being 
identified, my client, Tobias together with the second accused, Adam, connived and strangled her. 
Yes, there is irrefutable proof that Mrs. Wilson was indeed strangled but not by these people in the 
dock. The most probable theory is that someone took a fancy to her, followed her to her room and 
when she refused to accept his advances, they struggled and he killed her. For that you do not 
convict two people who had admitted being in her room at an earlier time to perform the duties they 
were paid for.’ 

There was a stony silence in the room. The only voice you could hear was that of the 
defence lawyer, Avramody. He continued. 

‘Prosecutor Hank based his case on two witnesses Jay Kohree and a seventy-year old, Mrs. 
Fiona Decosta. Kohree said he saw the two defendants coming out of the room after hearing a 
scuffle. A scuffle he did not even see but simply heard. Do you believe him? Do you trust his story? 
Could he really be one of the killers and is simply blaming the two defendants to cover his own 
back...? 

On the other hand charming Mrs. Decosta claimed she saw Tobias strangling the victim in 
her room. She was one hundred yard away. By her own admission one could not see through the 
venetian blind and she could not even read the time from a clock that was only twenty feet away 
from her.’ There was a pause. 

‘The prosecutor told you that they had DNA evidence to prove that the defendants were in 
Mrs. Michaela Wilson’s room. This proves nothing because the two defendants do not deny being 
in the room. DNA tests were carried out by a forensic expert from France. The prosecutor did not 
offer DNA evidence from the clothes or body of the victim to indicate that they touch her. The only 
DNA traces found on Mrs. Michaela Wilson’s head was that of her husband. If the defendants 
strangled Mrs. Wilson, why were there no DNA traces? Surely this is a reasonable thing to expect. 
So how come no DNA traces of either accused was found on her clothes or body?’ 


As Avramody went on, the emotions of the jurors shifted like a visible tide, reaching out 
towards Tobias Hoover with growing empathy and understanding. Slowly and skilfully the attorney 
built up a portrait of two men going about their business albeit they did not observe a Do Not 
Disturb sign. 

Avramody played on the emotions of the jurors, extracting every ounce of sympathy and 
empathy he could get from them. 

When his final address was over, Avramody clumsily shuffled back to the table and gawkily 
sat down. 

Jonathan Wilson listening to Avramody’s defence of the two accused, was furious. Jf he 
was looking for justice it did not look like he was going to find it yet, if ever. 
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Conscious of the ramifications the Jurors’ verdicts may have on the reputation of Mauri 
Tsui, before they retired for deliberations Judge Frick instructed them to ignore any warnings by 
lawyers that their verdicts would have on world opinion and not to allow themselves to be 
influenced by such considerations. 

"You are not politicians, so do your job based on the evidence that has been presented to 
you,’ Judge Frick told them. 

The jurors left the court and went to a private room to deliberate the case and the judge 
called for a recess. 2 
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CHAPTER 6 


After just two hours the Jurors returned back to the courtroom. 

‘Mr. Foreman has the jury reached a verdict?’ Judge Frick asked. 

“We have your honour,’ the foreman of the jury answered. 

“Will the defendants please rise?’ Then turning to the foreman of the jury, “you may read the 
verdict.’ 

‘Based on the evidence presented, we the jury found the defendants Tobias Wenonah 
Hoover and Adam Osei Penn not guilt.’ 

There were noises coming from the gallery of the courtroom. 

The judge banged his gavel to bring silence in the courtroom. ‘Silence please. I want to 
thank the jury for all their hard work,’ and then, looking at Tobias and Adam, he said, ‘you are free 
to go.’ He banged his gavel again and said, ‘this court is dismissed.’ 


38 28 2k 


After a four-week trial, the nine jurors at the Supreme Court in Mauri Tsui had reached the 
unanimous verdict of Not Guilty leading to the two suspects being acquitted, were dismissed. 

Members of Michaela’s family walked straight out of court when the verdicts were read out 
by the foreman feeling extremely disappointed. 

The grieving widower Jonathan Wilson was left reeling after the men he believed were 
responsible for his wife’s murder, were sensationally acquitted. He was escorted by armed police 
and as he was leaving the court he said, ‘Michaela completed my whole life.” He looked and 
sounded distraught. 

Both of the accused men were in tears on hearing the result and seconds after Adam 
collapsed to the floor and needed to be carried out of the courtroom on a trolley to a waiting 
ambulance. 

Outside the courtroom, the hotel worker's supporters gathered in the court yard, and held 
Avramody aloft. 

As Tobias appeared, throngs of people cheered ‘justice, justice’ whilst policemen hurried 
him through the chaotic scenes. Just before being driven away by his wife Shaner, they stood by 
their car; she hugged him and shared a joke. Tobias then said he was overjoyed and expressed 
sympathy for the Wilsons and Hughes. 

‘I'm so sad about this lady,' he said. "But I did not kill her. Now the world knows it.’ 

Later on when Adam had come round, he wept as he hugged Avramody who had gone to 
visit him in hospital. 
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‘I am so happy to be back with my family,’ Adam said. 'These past 12 months have been so 
hard.’ 

Back to Tobias Hoover, during the trial defence lawyer Avramody had said that Tobias was 
tortured into confessing to a murder he did not commit by a police force in a hurry to find someone 
to blame. 

Tobias had insisted that a detailed admission statement produced three days after Mrs. 
Michaela Wilson’s death, which bore his signature, was a mere fabrication. Had Tobias been 
convicted he would have faced a potential 60-year jail sentence. 

The 32-year-old, who was still on medication for the recurring nightmares he claimed he 
had about the officers, who beat him into signing. Now he faced the arduous task of restarting his 
life. Having been fired from his job at The Geldens Hotel where he had worked for five years, he 
needed to find another one. 

Whilst he was locked up waiting for trial, his pregnant wife lost her baby. 

Tobias grew up in a small village in the north of the island and left school early, without 
qualifications. Prior to The Geldens Hotel he worked in Landora house and also had spells of 
employment as a lorry driver. 

During his time in the Landora house he was sacked after a couple accused him of stealing 
500 Euros from their room. Tobias had insisted in court that although he was cleared by a 
disciplinary committee he was still booted out of a job he loved doing. 

‘| had been given a promotion in one of my jobs but I was not yet ready for the 
responsibility,’ Tobias had told the trial. 

At the time of the murder he was one of five room attendants working under the supervision 
of his co-accused Adam Penn. 

His day began at 7:15 a.m. and he would work until 4:00 p.m. cleaning nine or 10 rooms in 
that period of time. 

One of the men he worked with was Jay Kohree, a man he considered to be a friend but one 
who turned star witness for the prosecution and implicated him. 

So if Tobias and Adam did not do it, who murdered Michaela? And why? « 


CHAPTER 7 


Detective Inspector CJ Fairfield working for the Kent Police was sent to Mauri Tsui to assist with 
fresh investigation to find Michaela’s killers. 

CJ Fairfield knew the Wilsons quite well. Fifteen years previously, he handled the case of 
Jonathan’s mother, Laura Wilson and brought Antonio Bellucci, who had kidnapped her son, to 
justice. 

More recently CJ shot and killed Bellucci who, after he had escaped from prison, went after 
Laura’s husband Danny. The memories of the Wilsons and their troubles were still too fresh in CJ’s 
mind. It seemed unbelievable that the Wilsons were still living under what he could only describe as 
a curse—the curse of a beast who, even after his death, had managed to continue to haunt this 
family in one way or another and had made their lives a living hell. CJ would stop at nothing to 
provide a safe haven for the Wilsons if only he could, and now, he was desperate to bring to justice 
Michaela’s killers. 

Hurrying down Intendance Street, Loris Puto, passing the Government House, CJ Fairfield 
glanced at his watch and was concerned he was going to be late for his meeting. 
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Michaela’s tragic death was the first murder of a tourist in Mauri Tsui; the Prime Minister of 
the island had expressed his sympathy to the Hughes and the Wilsons families. He was 
understandably concerned with the international ramifications this case would have on the image of 
Mauri Tsui. Such bad publicity was likely to adversely affect tourisms—a growing industry on 
which Mauri Tsui depended heavily. 

The Loris Puto court house was the highest court of Mauri Tsui and was the final court of 
appeal in the Mauri Tsui judicial system. It was located on the first floor forming part of a complex. 
The place was always busy with people. The corridors had people wandering up and down. The 
offices had people sitting at their desks and administrative staff working at their computers. 

It was there that CJ had met with Abad Gerdi Nelson who was familiar with Michaela’s 
case. Abad and CJ had briefly exchange information and had agreed to talk further. 

In the two months since CJ had arrived in Mauri Tsui, events had moved rapidly. Four more 
potential suspects, all employees of The Geldens Hotel were being investigated by the Central 
Criminal Investigation Division (CCID). The Mauri Tsui Prime Minister had promised that justice 
would be done and would be seen to be done and CJ was here to make this a reality. The Hughes 
and Wilsons families, who have been critical about what they claimed was a lack of progress in 
finding the killers, were glad that Detective Inspector CJ Fairfield was involved and they felt this 
would inject new life in the investigation. 

The morning meeting with Abad Nelson, a Mauri Tsui inspector working on the case, was 
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about to begin. When CJ arrived he was greeted by Miss Adel, a sexy brunette, administrative 
assistant to Inspector Nelson. 

‘The Inspector is waiting for you,’ Adel said. 

‘Thanks.’ CJ made his way into a corner office where Inspector Nelson was seated at his 
desk. ‘Hello Abad...’ 

“You're late,’ Abad Nelson moaned. 

Abad Nelson was a medium height, brown coloured man in his late forties, with a stern, 
impatient manner fueled by a brilliant mind. He wore a creased suit and his disingenuous demeanor 
made him a spitting image of the Los Angeles TV homicide detective Lieutenant Columbo, without 
the wrinkled raincoat. In action Nelson was reported to have used the same humble technique as 
Columbo to winkle out even the most well-concealed crimes. 

He looked at CJ and said, ‘I have been told you and I are going to be working together on 
this case.’ 

‘Do you have a problem with that?’ CJ asked. 

‘Hmm... not really, but I am confident I can solve this case on my own you know.’ 

‘They say two heads are sometimes better than one, how about we test this theory out?’ CJ 
suggested as politely as he could as he did not want to step on anyone’s toes. 

‘I have heard a lot about you Mr. Fairfield. Your ratings as a detective and a private 
investigator are very high.’ 

‘Thank you,’ said CJ Fairfield. 

‘Mr. Fairfield...’ 

‘Oh please call me CJ.’ 

‘CJ, I have read over a dozen articles about you, and you really stand out from the others. I 
don’t know why, but I like it. I have no problem sharing the case with you.’ 

‘Good. Now Abad, how about you fill me in?’ 

“Where would you like me to start?’ 

‘T understand you want to ask Jonathan Wilson more questions about the hours leading up to 
his wife’s death?’ 

‘Oh, yes I want him to return to this island to help nail his wife’s killers.’ 

‘Is that necessary? What kind of help do you expect from him?’ CJ enquired. 

‘I want him to retrace his steps at the hotel where his wife lost her life and also to clarify a 
few points. I feel this is crucial in cracking this case,’ Inspector Nelson said. 

‘Do you Abad have a suspect for the killing?’ 

‘Everyone that was at the hotel is a suspect in this case but there are certain matters that 
need to be ruled out in order to find the real culprit or culprits.’ 

‘Such as...?’ CJ asked. 

Inspector Nelson sat back and spent the next fifteen minutes sharing his thoughts with CJ. 

“Now, two guys were...’ 

Before CJ could finish his sentence, the door opened. It was Miss Adel carrying a tray 
containing a pot of tea and biscuits. She poured two cups. ‘Milk and sugar Inspector Fairfield?’ 
Adel asked. 

‘Milk no sugar, please.’ 

After offering each of them a cup, she left them to continue with their meeting. 

‘Now where was I?’ CJ struggled to recollect his thoughts, 

“You started to say: two guys were,’ Inspector Nelson reminded CJ. 

‘Oh, yes, two guys were charged with Michaela’s murder, isn’t that so?’ 

“You mean Tobias Hoover and Adam Penn?’ 

‘T think that was their names.’ 

‘They were taken to trial and the case was dropped for lack of evidence.’ 

‘Was their DNA tested?’ 
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“Yes. And no DNA was found on her body. I personally think we went to trial too quickly 
and no wonder we met with disaster.’ His eye brows curled up. ‘My colleagues took just two 
months to hand their file to the DPP (Director of Public Prosecutions). It might take me two years 
but I want to make sure we arrest someone and that there is a conviction in court. I don’t want to 
take this lightly.’ 

CJ smiled. ‘I like your commitment to this case.’ 

‘The reputation of Mauri Tsui and its image are on the line, Inspector, and frankly, as a cop, 
I want to find the real culprit — I don’t want to just arrest someone and get them convicted just to 
please whoever.’ 

CJ looked at Abad Nelson. ‘We need to collect DNA from everyone who was at the hotel at 
the time, guests and staff.’ 

‘As part of the latest probe, we have already collected more than 300 DNA samples from 
those who were at the hotel. These have been sent to a forensic science institute in England to be 
tested against evidence already collected by the original police team.’ 

The intercom buzzed. Abad pushed down a button. “Didn't I tell you, no calls?’ 

‘I am sorry, it’s for Inspector Fairfield. It’s his wife calling from England. It sounds urgent,’ 
the voice on the intercom said. 

Abad looked at CJ. ‘Line 2.’ 

CJ picked up the phone, he looked concerned. 

‘Hello Karina, are you alright?’ He listened patiently. ‘I see... oh, yes... I see... Okay you 
do that, and keep me posted.’ 

He replaced the handset. 

‘Is anything wrong?’ Abad asked. 

CJ said, ‘my sister has been taken to hospital.’ 

Abad Nelson frowned. ‘You mean Destiny?’ 

“Yes, do you know her?’ 

‘I had the pleasure of meeting her when she came on a vacation here years ago.’ 

‘I see.’ 

‘She is a charming woman and beautiful too. I told her husband he was a lucky guy.’ 

‘Unfortunately he died a few years ago.’ 

‘Enrico Swanson is dead? Oh, I am so sorry to hear this.’ 

‘He developed a rare disease called AML Acute Myelogenous Leukemia). After that, it was 
down hill for him.’ 

‘Look, you worry about your sister. We will discuss the case more, later.’ 2 
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CHAPTER 8 


When CJ returned to his hotel room he got on his Iphone. Using FaceTime he talked to the doctor 
looking after Destiny. Dr Phillip Barnaby has been looking after the Fairfields for many years. He 
was sitting at the Nurse’s station looking at some test results. Destiny was lying in a cubicle not too 
far away. She was eighty years old; her unusually beautiful long hair had been cut short but nicely 
styled. Her face was obviously wrinkled, but she was still pleasing to look at. Her right wrist was a 
bit stiff and painful at times due to arthritis. 

‘Hello Doctor?’ CJ said sombrely. ‘How is my sister?’ he sounded worried. 

‘Her condition is steady. Fortunately it was only a minor stroke.’ 

‘Oh!’ 

‘I do not expect the after effects to last long. She should regain full functions in a few days.’ 

“As you know, I am presently in Mauri Tsui but I was thinking of taking the next plane out 
to return to London...’ 

‘I would ask you to stay there. Everything that could be done for your sister has been done 
and she is comfortable. Whilst your presence at Destiny’s bedside would be appreciated especially 
by her, she needs total rest for the next few days.’ 

“What are you saying doctor?’ 

“You are working on a very important case. Continue. After all you were booked to come 
back on Wednesday for the service of Michaela, isn’t it? 

“Yes,” 

‘So I will see you then. I will tell Destiny you called.’ 

“Thank you Dr. Barnaby.’ 

CJ and Destiny had been very close. Although Destiny became a recluse when her husband 
Enrico died, she was visited frequently by her brother and sister-in-law Karina. As the only close 
living relative, CJ felt duty bound to keep a watchful eye on his sister who had been very good to 
him in the past. 
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TOP TV Mauri Tsui was on the air. Inspector Abad Nelson was seated beside CJ in the 
studio giving a live interview which was being watched by thousands of interested locals. 


‘Our reputation as a paradise island has been tarnished by the atrocious 
killing of Mrs. Michaela Wilson whilst she was on honeymoon in our country. 
Several suspects have been arrested in connection with the case, some were tried 
and acquitted. A year has passed; the culprit or culprits are still at large. Two new 
detectives have been assigned to kick start a fresh investigation. They are our own 


Inspector Abad Nelson from the CCID and Inspector CJ Fairfield from the Kent 
Police department in England. They are here with me in the studio to give us an 
update,’ Natasha Soobanee said. 


Turning to the two detectives, Natasha said, “Gentlemen, thank you both for coming.’ Then 
looking at Inspector Nelson, she said, “perhaps I could start with you. When Michaela got to her 
room the killers were already inside. Since we understand there was no forced entry, how then did 
they get inside?’ 

‘They used a key,’ Nelson said with a slight grin on his face. 

‘This plastic credit card sized type of key is customized and we know the honeymoon 
couple had theirs on them all the time?’ 

‘Correct.’ 

‘Tf the killers used a master key to get in, surely this points to a member of the staff, doesn’t 
it?’ Natasha concluded. 

‘Not necessarily,’ Inspector Nelson argued. ‘We have recently found out that a master key 
was stolen by thieves from the hotel’s central security office the day before the honeymoon couple 
had arrived. They presumably hoped to use it to slip unnoticed into bedrooms.’ 

“Wasn’t a master key found amongst the personal effects of Tobias Hoover, one of the three 
hotel workers during his arrest?’ 

*Yes.’ 

‘Obviously the fact he had a master key raises serious questions?’ 

‘At this stage it appears the key used was not allocated to any member of staff in particular 
but was a spare master key which had been programmed to open any door in the building... The 
hotel system is such that a computer logs whenever somebody enters a room and therefore if Tobias 
had used his own master key to enter the room for whatever reason, this would have been recorded. 
The same applies to any other members of the staff using their master key.’ 

‘In theory then, the stolen master key which was not assigned to anyone would allow anyone 
who has it to enter and leave any room they liked without being identified.’ 

‘Correct again.’ 

‘But this hotel is known for its camera surveillance. What about video footage?’ 

‘A team is reviewing them carefully which could inform us and help us in talking to people 
who could be of assistance in our search for the killers.’ 

In the control booth, the director ordered a switch to a commercial. CJ Fairfield knew his 
segment was coming up as the commercial ended. 

From the control booth, the director said, ‘stand by. We are going to restart the recording.’ 
He silently counted off with his index finger. ‘Three... Two... One...’ 

The camera’s red light came on. 

‘Inspector Fairfield,’ Natasha said as she turned to address him. ‘Thank you again for 
assisting us with this tragedy. Please do tell us your thoughts on this case?’ 

The camera pulled forward to show a closer picture of CJ then slowly pulled back to a wider 
angle. 

CJ cleared his throat. ‘Thank you for having me Natasha,’ said CJ. ‘I am glad to be able to 
assist in finding the people who committed this crime. This is a high profile case and the world is 
watching. I for one and I know Inspector Nelson would agree, want to bring the right person to 
justice. We are chasing up all possible leads and one significant line is the keycard that was used to 
open the couple's door. Since my arrival several members of security staff have been quizzed about 
how the keycard could have gone missing. We know it was last used on 12 of August, and we 
have spoken to the member of staff who said he returned it to security. One question is how it found 
its way into the hands of people we believe intended to use it to commit a crime. As far as I am 
concerned any member of staff would have known that it would have been too risky to use their 
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own keycard to steal from a guest bedroom, but they would have also been aware that this extra 
keycard would afford them a level of anonymity. I have asked the hotel manager, Jean-Pierre 
Cullotte to launch an investigation into how the keycard disappeared from its security location and I 
expect answers soon.’ 

Natasha Soobanee said, ‘I understand you are staying at the Oberon resort. I hope you are 
enjoying the hospitality our country offers and taking the opportunity to taste some of our local 
delicacies whilst you are here.’ 

CJ smiled. ‘I have already tasted your Dholl puri. It is delicious.’ 

‘Thank you for your time Inspector Fairfield and you too Inspector Nelson,’ said Natasha 
Soobanee as she ended the TV interview. 

“Thank you.’ 

During the commercial break, both Inspectors said goodbye and left the studio. 

Natasha referring to CJ said to her producer, ‘What a charming man. Let’s hope he will be 
able to help us solve the case and restore our image visa vie the world. He is known for getting 
results.” # 


ai 
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CHAPTER 9 


CJ Fairfield was awakened by the mission impossible ring tone his wife had installed on his Iphone. 
He looked at his bedside clock, and had difficulty reading the time and he was still groggy. He 
rubbed his eyes a couple of times. It was seven o’clock in the morning. He picked up the phone. 
‘Hello?’ 

"Chigs 

‘Abad?’ 

‘Sorry to wake you up so early,’ said Abad. 

“What’s up with you? Couldn’t you sleep?’ 

‘T just couldn’t wait to tell you the news.’ 

“What’s happened?’ 

‘I have learned that the long awaited DNA analysis report from London is now in Mauri 
Tsui.’ 

“What does it say?’ 

‘Err... Unfortunately I have not seen the report yet.’ 

‘Any idea when we are likely to see it.’ 

‘It appears the report is still with the DPP. I am optimistic that it will be made available 
some time today.’ 

‘Good. It should guide us and help us move forward with this inquiry.’ 

“Yes. The DNA analysis is a critical factor in moving this inquiry forward.’ 

‘I completely agree with you and we may have to question further witnesses such as guests 
who were staying at the hotel when Michaela was killed.’ 

“We need to explore every possible scenario.’ 

‘My sentiments exactly. See you later.’ CJ cut off. 
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Two hours later, when CJ was dressed up and about to leave his hotel room, his mobile rang 
again. 

‘Yes.’ It was his wife Karina calling from England. 

‘CJ, it’s Karina here.’ 

‘IT know, what’s up?’ 

‘I thought you would like to know that I am fine and your sister is making good progress.’ 
She sounded somewhat annoyed. 

‘I am sorry I haven’t called. I have been preoccupied with this case and been going to bed 
late... Iam glad you are okay and to hear that my sister is recovering.’ 
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‘I have been going to see her everyday and she has been asking about you,’ Karina revealed. 

“What did you tell her?’ 

‘She knows you are in Mauri Tsui on business, but listening to her I got the sense that she 
would like to see you.’ 

‘I spoke to Dr. Barnaby on FaceTime... He has put me in the picture. I have a reservation 
with BA (British Airways) and I should be in England a week Wednesday.’ 

‘I see.’ 

‘Look I am due to meet with someone...’ 

‘T understand... I love you.’ 

‘I love you too. Take care.’ 

‘Bye,’ said CJ. The line went dead. 
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When CJ arrived at the police station, Adel was already in her office. It looked like she 
hadn't had a pleasant night. “Good morning Inspector Fairfield. Go right in. He has been waiting for 
you.’ 

CJ walked in Abad’s office. 

‘There you are,’ he said. He was reading a damning report which the defence team had 
released on the alleged mistakes police made during the first investigation on this case. 

‘Reading anything interesting?’ CJ asked as he sank in a chair. 

‘If you can call being criticised by the defence team for mistakes we made during the first 
investigation interesting then...’ 

‘Oh, I wouldn't worry too much about them or what the other investigating team did. What 
we have to make sure is that we do not repeat their mistakes,’ said CJ. 

“You know, we may have to exhume Michaela’s body for re-examination.’ 

‘Oh, is there a reason to go ahead with such a drastic measure?’ 

‘In my opinion, yes, but the final decision would rest with the DPP.’ 

“You told me Tobias and Adam were tried and acquitted. Even if DNA evidence becomes 
available we won’t be able to try them again for the same crime,’ CJ said. 

‘This is not quite so.’ 

‘How come?’ 

Abad looked at CJ in surprise, then suddenly realised. ‘Of course — you are from England. I 
guess over there, with your British justice system the double jeopardy objection will kick in... Well, 
last year a law was passed in Mauri Tsui whereby people can be tried for the same crime more than 
once if it is in the interest of justice. This means the two original suspects might still face charges,’ 
Abad informed CJ. 

CJ shook his head in disbelief. “Is that so?’ He was amazed to hear of this change in the law. 
This can only help to nail down this case once and for all, he thought. Nevertheless he was stunned 
into silence. 

‘CJ,’ Abad said after taking a deep breath. ‘We are proud that our little island, a mere dot on 
the map, is known through out the world as paradise on earth. Murder of this kind should never 
have happened here, tarnishing our impeccable image. Come to think of it, it should not happen 
anywhere. This is the first murder of its kind for a tourist. As our prime minister has rightly said, we 
are not going to stop until the culprits are called to account.’ 
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News about Michaela Wilson’s death had sent shock waves around the world. Everyone 
who knew Michaela Wilson was outraged to hear of her passing. They could not believe such an 


atrocious act could have happened on Paradise Island. The death of this well loved TV reporter 
devastated people in her town of Islington where she was born and raised. Those who had watched 
her TV shows and had seen her at fund raising events mourned her premature death. Thousands 
attended her funeral. 
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The next morning Abad and CJ were driving to the hotel where Michaela was killed. They 
wanted to check on the progress the manager of the hotel was making in establishing how the 
master keycard that was used by the thieves disappeared from the security centre. CJ also wanted to 
have another look at the honeymoon suite used by Michaela and her husband. 

‘By the way, are you married CJ?’ Abad asked. 

‘Yes.’ 

‘Kids?’ 

‘One daughter, Jenny who is at university.’ 

‘How about you Abad?’ 

‘I was.’ 

“What went wrong with the marriage?’ 

‘In the beginning it was heaven,’ Abad explained. ‘We had great fun together... having a lot 
in common helped a great deal. I like football and I was a great goal scorer for my team. Veena, that 
was her name, would come to watch me play and cheer me on.’ 

‘I bet the fans were watching her instead of watching you playing,’ CJ said jokingly. 

‘She was really a beautiful woman and she knew it and was a real teaser.’ 

‘That’s how you fell for her I guess.’ 

“You're right. After seven years of marriage she had the itch.’ 

‘Oh no.’ 

“Veena was a very successful model. She was always on demand and her work took her all 
over the island.’ 

“Was that a problem?’ 

‘It became one when she started going abroad. England... France... India... USA... You 
name it. We began to see less and less of each other. Slowly the magic faded.’ 

‘Ah!’ 

‘Just as well you didn't have kids.’ 

‘True. This was out of the question anyway.’ 


“How come?’ 

‘It would have spoilt her figure... being a model and all.’ 

‘I got you.’ 

Abad smiled dryly. He continued. ‘Then Veena received a call from Hugh Hefner...’ 
‘The Hugh Hefner?’ 


“Yes this bastard American adult magazine publisher and well-known playboy... Veena 
went...” Abad paused. ‘A week later she called me asking for a divorce.’ 

‘That is shit, mate,’ CJ said. ‘And now, do you have a woman in your life?’ 

‘I'm working on it.’ 

CJ shook his head. ‘Keep away from models, my friend.’ 
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After an hour of driving, negotiating their way through traffics, they finally arrived at The 


Geldens Hotel. This exclusive resort actually had an open beach on one side; there were hawkers 
who have never been questioned. 
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After parking the car they went straight to the reception where the manager of the hotel, 
Jean-Pierre Cullotte, was waiting for them. He was in his forties, tall, with blue eyes, a welcoming 
smile and enormous charm. He took the two inspectors to his office. 

‘How can I help?’ Mr. Cullotte asked. 

‘How about telling us how you got on with your enquiry regarding the keycard?’ CJ asked. 

‘T am still working on it,’ Mr. Cullotte replied. 

CJ was not happy with his answer. ‘Why do I get the feeling you are deliberately trying to 
be uncooperative, Mr. Cullotte?’ 

‘I am not.’ 

‘Aren’t you? Police officers who have dealt with you previously have told me how they had 
to drag information out of you. Is that what I need to do, Mr. Cullotte?’ 

There was no response from Mr. Cullotte. He started to fidget. 

‘I am surprised security could be so relax in such a busy hotel.’ 

Mr. Cullotte frowned. ‘I can assure you it is not, Inspector Fairfield.’ 

‘So you say... Just remember a young woman died in your shit hotel. The least you could do 
is to help us find her killers.” CJ was getting heated. 

‘This is not a... a shit hotel, as you call it.” Cullotte objected. 

CJ expected that response and he didn't respond. Instead he said, ‘I need to take another look 
at the honeymoon suite used by the dead honeymooner.’ 

‘As you wish.’ 

Inspector Abad Nelson interjected. “We are assuming you have kept this room closed at all 
times and no cleaners have been in it.’ 

‘The police security tag on the door is untouched,’ said Mr. Cullotte. ‘That’s another thing, 
when can I start to use the room again? I am losing money.’ 

CJ cut in. ‘Is that all you think about, money?’ 

Cullotte did not reply and accompanied them to the room. # 
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CHAPTER 10 


Whilst waiting for Michaela’s murderers to be found and brought to justice and agonising over it on 
a daily basis, her family was furious when news got to them that the manager of The Geldens Hotel 
had not fully co-operated with the police investigation and had continued to be obstructive. After 
taking legal advice, they opened a civil case against the hotel to claim damages. Court papers served 
by the family stated that Jonathan and Michaela intended to have three children together, and were 
suing the hotel for moral damages for the loss of his wife and future family. ‘If successful, the 
award could run into seven figures,’ said the lawyer handling the case. 
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To add insult to injury, when CJ had finished examining the honeymoon suite in which 
Michaela was murdered he picked up a duplicate of the master keycard that was used by the killers 
to enter the room. He was surprised that this was still lying there. 

‘How come this keycard has not been sent to the lab for finger printing and a DNA check?’ 
he asked. 

‘I don’t know,’ replied Abad. 

I think we should get the lab boys back in here and dust this place all over again, CJ thought 
aloud. He was beginning to see how incompetent the previous investigation team appeared to have 
been, but he refrained from expressing too many negative comments, realizing that he was 
technically a guest on the island. 

When he left the hotel it was getting close to six o’clock. Abad dropped CJ at his hotel 
before he went home. As soon as CJ reached his room he had a quick shower then went for dinner. 
After the meal he wanted to stay and listen to the band that was playing some wonderful sega 
music, but feeling exhausted he gave it a miss for an early night. In his room he made himself a 
night cap and as he was going to his bedroom he noticed the latest edition of a local newspaper 
lying on the table. As he opened it, he was sickened to see crime scene photos of Michaela which 
he could only described as reprehensible and repugnant. The pictures were of the hotel room where 
Michaela was killed and included images of her body in the room. The action of the newspaper was 
insensitive to the grief of the Hughes and the Wilsons. The publication was an outrageous abuse, CJ 
thought. 

‘Hello Abad,’ said CJ. 

‘Yes, what’s up,’ Abad replied, although he already had a pretty good idea why CJ might be 
calling him at 9 o’clock at night as he too had seen the photos and felt disgusted. 

‘I am looking at some photos in this trash of a paper...’ 

Abad jumped in. ‘I have just been looking at them too...’ 

‘When the family of Michaela see these they are going to go berserk, I can tell you that for 
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sure.’ 

‘This is a relatively new paper on the island with quite a small circulation...,’ 

‘Still it is quite unacceptable.’ 

‘I agree. What would you like to do?’ Abad asked, although he had already made up his 
mind. 

“With everything else we have to do, I think we should go after the editor.’ 

‘Consider it done.’ 

The Commissioner of Police was duly informed and a request for necessary police action 
was made. 

Twelve black and white photos of the crime scene appeared in that newspaper. On the front 
page was an image of Michaela after her death, with the word EXCLUSIVE written in bold red 
characters. Inside the paper were more images of the crime scene, including the couple's 
honeymoon suite and the bedroom where Jonathan Wilson found his wife's body. There were also 
close-up shots of Michaela’s injuries. 

Back in the UK the publication was viewed as an appalling invasion of privacy and a gross 
affront to human dignity. 
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CJ, tired as he was, could not go to sleep. He stepped out into the corridor of his hotel room 
and followed it to the lounge bar. There were people sitting down smoking and drinking. Another 
older couple were on a sofa near the door. Both husband and wife were looking at the same 
newspaper, expressing their disdain. 

‘How could they,’ CJ heard the woman say to her husband. 

‘I hope the family sue the paper,’ the husband uttered. 

‘T hope so too,’ replied the wife. 

CJ made his way to the sofa. No sooner had he sat himself down, a waitress came with a 
drink menu. 

‘Can I get you anything, sir?’ the young, charming waitress asked, holding a notepad and a 
pencil in her hand ready to take his order. 

‘Cointreau on the rocks please... err... bring me a packet of salted peanuts and a packet of 
crisps.’ 

“What flavour?’ 

‘Err... salt and vinegar, thank you.’ 

That old couple noticed CJ and they knew he was a detective from England. They had seen 
his face on TV news and decided to go and talk to him. 

‘IT am Yasmine—Yasmine Sandakan and this is my husband Ismet,’ the woman said as she 
extended her hand to CJ. 

‘IT am delighted to make your acquaintance.’ CJ shook hands with both of them. 

The couple did not wait to be invited, and sat down on the sofa opposite CJ. Yasmine and 
her husband had lived in Mauri Tsui all their lives. They were both retired primary school teachers. 
They had come to spend ten days in the hotel as a way of getting away from the hustle and bustle of 
town life. 

“We have seen you on TV... you're that detective from England, aren't you?’ 

CJ smiled. ‘I'm afraid you found me out,’ he said. 

“We are delighted you are here to help solve the case of that poor girl. What a tragedy. More 
so for it to have happened on our island spoiling our image,’ Yasmine said. Of course she was 
referring to the death of Michaela. 

Ismet butted in. “We are really not bad people, you know Mr...’ 

‘CJ Fairfield—Detective Inspector CJ Fairfield to be precise,’ He laughed. 


CJ did not particularly want to talk about the case and he did his best to come off the subject 
by steering the conversation onto a different topic. 

“This is a very nice country you have here.’ 

‘It is, except for a few idiots who are determined to give us a bad name,’ Yasmine 
countered. ‘Ismet and I love Mauri Tsui,’ Yasmine Sandakan confided. ‘We were born and bred 
here and this is where we would die.’ 

‘But we have to clean our country and get rid of the deadwood and vermin that have 
recently infested our beautiful island,’ Ismet added. 

‘Your drink, sir,’ the waitress said as she placed the glass on the coffee table. 

Ismet noticed that CJ was not very talkative, looked at his wife and said, ‘I think we’d better 
let the detective enjoy his drink quietly.’ 

They got up and as they were moving back to their original seats Ismet said, ‘keep up the 
good work, detective.’ 
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CJ had finally been given a temporary desk in the same office as Abad Nelson. The next 
day, sitting at his desk, he was reading a report in connection to the case he was working on, when 
the phone rang. The call came from a public telephone box. 

‘I know who did it,’ the voice said. 

‘Did what?’ CJ asked. 

“The guys who attacked that girl in her honeymoon suite.’ 

CJ immediately signalled to Abad to pick up the extension. 

‘This is very good,’ CJ replied. ‘Now that you know what are you going to do about it?’ 

The caller did not expect that question. ‘I don’t know...’ he replied. 

CJ thought for a moment. He had received crank calls like that before and his immediate 
temptation was to terminate the call. But what if it was a genuine call? What if the caller really 
knew something about Michaela’s murder and had decided to grass? He could not afford to miss a 
chance of a lead. 

‘Can I know who I am speaking to?’ 

‘Err... I don’t think I want to tell you that.’ 

‘Okay. What is it that you would like to tell me?’ 

‘I want to meet with you and negotiate terms.’ 

“What kind of terms?’ 

‘We can talk about that when we meet.’ 

‘Okay, why don’t you come down to my office?’ 

‘No. Somewhere public.’ 

After the caller had suggested a preferred place they agreed to meet. 
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An hour later CJ and Abad arrived at the Lapza Park. It was crowded. The beautiful summer 
had brought the usual crowds out. CJ decided to wait alone by the fountain, whilst Abad kept out of 
sight. CJ glanced at his watch and noticed that he had been there for over an hour. He decided to 
stay for fifteen minutes more. 

Fifteen minutes later, no one approached him. CJ had no idea who he was meeting as the 
caller had refused to give any clue what he looked like or how he was to be recognised. However, 
the caller had the advantage of knowing what CJ looked like as he had seen him before on TV. 

CJ had enough and as he was about to call it a day, a man wearing a white shirt and jeans 
with a cap on his head walked towards him. Despite, his apparent disguise, Abad who was watching 
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from a distance recognised the man as Sharif Koshi, a security guard he had seen before at The 
Geldens Hotel. He pulled out his cell phone and took a couple of pictures. 

‘Hi, are you waiting for anyone?’ the man said. 

‘Maybe! Who might you be?’ CJ said. 

The man hesitated for a moment then said, ‘I am Sharif Koshi ... the guy who...’ 

CJ interrupted. ‘So you are the guy who talked to me on the phone?’ 

‘How did you guess?’ 

“You've got a very distinct voice, Sharif,’ CJ replied. 

Unaware that CJ was wired, Sharif wiped the sweat that was covering his forehead with his 
sleeve and started to talk. 

‘Look he said he would come after me... if I tell you what I know can you guarantee me 
protection and immunity from prosecution.’ 

‘I can arrange for police protection and I will certainly tell the court of your help in coming 
forward and ask them for clemency... Look, why don’t we go and sit on the bench over there? We 
can then talk.’ 

They went and sat on a wooden bench away from the people who were circulating around in 
the park. 

CJ did not smoke but he always carried a packet of cigarettes and a lighter in his pocket. He 
found that some people felt more relaxed when they had a cigarette. He pulled the pack out and put 
a cigarette in his mouth pretending he was going to smoke it. 

‘Err... can I have one please,’ Sharif asked. 

‘Sure.’ CJ took the one he had in his mouth and gave it to him. 

‘Okay, let’s hear it,’ said CJ. 

‘T had just arrived on duty and I was changing into my uniform in the locker room... As I 
was slipping on my jacket I saw my friend enter the room, with a bunch of pound notes in his 
hand... At first I thought he had just got paid. “You are rich,” I commented. He came at me and told 
me if I did not forget what I saw; he would kill my family and me.’ 

‘Did you report this to anyone?’ 

‘No I was too frightened for my family and myself.’ 

“What is the name of this man?’ 

‘Randy Sense. He worked at the hotel as a security guard.’ 

“What has changed to make you decide to talk?’ 

‘When I heard about the tourist lady being strangled and later on saw those horrible pictures 
in the paper, I just had to come forward.’ 

‘Are you willing to stand up in court and repeat what you have told me?’ 

‘Yes.’ 

At this point CJ signalled to Abad to come forward. 

‘Who are you calling? I asked you to come alone.’ He tried to run away but CJ managed to 
stop him doing so and took him to the police station where he made his full written statement. 2 
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CHAPTER 11 


CJ’s ageing sister Destiny was still in hospital and had suffered a second stroke. This time the 
situation was slightly worse than the first. The sudden death of brain cells due to lack of oxygen had 
affected her speech and there was paralysis on one side of her body. She was put on Aspirin 
immediately to reduce the likelihood of a further stroke by preventing blood clots from forming. 
Other treatments like an intravenous injection of tissue plasminogen activator (TPA) and 
procedures to decrease the risk of having another stroke or transient ischemic attack were being 
considered. 

CJ’s wife, Karina, was by her side. As soon as CJ got the news he brought forward his flight 
to London. After thirteen hours in the air, he was finally at the hospital by his sister’s bedside. 
Although Destiny could not communicate with her brother, she was pleased he had come to see her. 
They hugged each other tightly and she could not stop the tears flooding her eyes. 

Dr. Barnaby, an earnest looking man with an air of quiet competence, after watching them 
for a moment, updated CJ on what had already been done and what he was planning to do. His 
overall analysis of the situation was promising. After listening to Dr. Barnaby, he felt a surge of 
relief. Destiny, too, had full confidence in Dr. Barnaby and she was not a quitter. 

Destiny’s life had changed completely when she had lost her husband Enrico but she was 
always under the watchful eyes of her brother and sister-in-law for which she had always been 
grateful to have two very supportive persons in her life. Although age had caught up with her, she 
was not ready to surrender. 

CJ stayed in London for two days before flying back to Mauri Tsui. Whilst in London, he 
attended a requiem mass conducted by Father Bauer in remembrance of Michaela Wilson, held in 
the same church she was baptized as a baby. The church was full of mourners. 
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As he came out of the church he was ambushed by several reporters who wanted to know 
how the murder investigation was progressing. 

‘Inspector Fairfield,’ A reporter shouted, ‘have you found the killers yet?’ 

‘New information has come to light,’ CJ replied. 

‘Is it true that the murder investigation is set to be reopened in a matter of days?’ another 
reporter shouted. 

“Yes, you have heard correctly.’ 

‘Is it true that a new suspect has been identified due to forensic testing?’ 

‘Yes again,’ CJ answered. 

A female reporter had her right hand up and she caught CJ’s attention. ‘What paper are you 
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from young lady?’ 

‘From the Sun,’ she replied. 

“Ask your question.’ 

‘We understand that 300 pieces of evidence were sent for scientific analysis to a forensic 
laboratory in the city of London. When do you expect to hear from them?’ 

'They have already sent back a report detailing their findings. These should be of 
tremendous help to us in finding out who murdered Michaela.’ 

‘A follow up question please,’ the female reporter said. 

“Yes.” 

“What do you think of the photos that were printed in one of the newspapers?’ 

‘They should never have been printed. It showed a lack of taste and sensitivity to the 
bereaved.’ 

The reporter from the Daily Mail shouted, ‘Is the editor being prosecuted?’ 

“The newspaper chief has been charged with photographer assault. As far as I understand it, 
he will be appearing in court answering a charge relating to an offence linked to the publication of 
photos taken at the hotel suite, where Michaela was murdered. He is expected to be charged with 
outraging public and religious morality.’ 

‘If found guilty what is the punishment under Mauri Tsui law?’ the same reporter asked. 

‘This offence carries a punishment of up to a year in jail.’ 

Detective Inspector CJ Fairfield felt he had answered enough questions and he wanted to get 
away as he had a plane to catch. 

“Thank you ladies and gentlemen. If you will excuse me, I need to get back to work.’ 

‘We understand the editor has apologised and said the motive was not sensationalism. 
Instead, it was to recall that such a heinous crime remained unpunished.’ 

CJ Fairfield felt obliged to answer that question as it appeared to condone the action of the 
newspaper editor in question. 

‘He would say that now, wouldn't he? But as the Prime Minister of Mauri Tsui has quite 
rightly said to his parliament, this is a good example of one of the most shameful methods of abuse 
and breach of the right to freedom of expression... It shows an utter lack of respect for and a 
reckless infliction of further hardship on the bereaved families.’ 

‘Now, ladies and gentlemen, I really must get back to work.’ CJ forged his way through the 
crowd, got into his car and drove to the airport. 
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When CJ reached the airport, he found his plane had gone. There was a text message on his 
Iphone informing him of the time-change and the early take off. He was furious. The next flight 
from Heathrow to Calisa Pen airport was in two hours time. After sitting in the lounge waiting for 
his flight, he finally boarded BA flight 2036, and he was on his way back to Mauri Tsui. Later, he 
had no memory of the journey. His mind was divided; one minute he was thinking of Michaela’s 
case and the next his thoughts were on his sister Destiny. He was glad Karina was there to be by her 
side and he was also confident that Dr. Barnaby would do everything in his power to restore her 
health. But what if Destiny... he quickly buried that thought as he did not want to think of the worst. 

The flight attendant's voice came over the loud speaker. ‘Welcome to British Airways. As 
soon as we get the okay we will take off. Please ensure your seat is in the upright position and your 
seat belt is fastened...’ 

CJ knew he had an eleven hours journey ahead of him and forced himself to concentrate on 
Michaela’s case. He pulled out a court transcript of the first trial and started to read it, searching for 
anything that could provide him with a lead. 

He noticed how at first Jonathan Wilson was considered a suspect, but it soon became clear 
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he was innocent and two intruders had used a copy of the master key to work the electronic door 
lock in Room 102. 

Computer records provided by the manager of The Geldens Hotel had showed the intruders 
used the key to get into Michaela’s room two minutes ahead of her. Prosecutor Hank during his 
questioning in court had claimed that when Michaela walked in unexpectedly, the intruders 
panicked. One of them strangled her from behind, suggesting no sexual motive. 

CJ had also previously read, in a damning report which had criticised the way the case was 
mishandled, that although Randy Sense’s fingerprints were on a counterfeit room key in the security 
office and he had admitted helping Tobias and Adam make copies, police concentrated their efforts 
on the two accused when Jay Kohree had come forward to implicate them. 

His reading was interrupted when the captain voice came over the loud speaker apologizing 
for the turbulence and reassured the passengers that everything would return to normal in the next 
few minutes or so. CJ hated flying and he only did it when he had to. 
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Back in Mauri Tsui, the Commissioner of Police walked into Abad Nelson’s office. 

‘I understand CJ is not back yet?’ 

‘He missed his plane and had to catch a later one,’ Abad explained. 

‘Missed his plane?’ 

‘Yes, sir.’ 

‘Let me know the minute he arrives, will you?’ 

‘Right, sir.” Abad watched the Commissioner leave, and wondered what he was so worked 
up about it. 2 
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CHAPTER 12 


When CJ disembarked, after clearing customs, he went straight to the exit door leading to the taxi 
stand where he expected Abad to be waiting for him. As he stood waiting, a man came up to him. 


“Taxi?” 


‘No thank you, I have someone picking me up.’ 

Behind him was a young woman, in her thirties, blonde and smartly dressed. ‘I need a taxi.’ 
“Where do you want to go ma’am?’ 

‘To The LUX Hotel.’ 

‘Oh, Adegan Burg. That will be two thousand Francs.’ 

‘Okay.’ 

‘Follow me please.’ The taxi man led her to his car parked a few feet away. 

CJ re-entered the airport lobby, walked to the telephone booth, picked up the receiver and 


dialed Abad’s mobile. 


‘Hello.’ 

‘CJ here, where are you?’ CJ sounded slightly irritated. 

‘I am at the airport waiting for you.’ 

‘Where?’ Just as he had asked the question he saw Abad waving at him. He immediately put 


the receiver back on its cradle, picked up his brief case and walked towards Abad. 


“Welcome back CJ,’ said Abad with a smile. 
‘Do you realise I have been waiting for...?’ 
Before he could complete his sentence, Abad cut in. ‘Relax. I had the urgent need to visit the 


toilet.’ 

‘Arsehole,’ CJ mumbled with a grin. 

28 2K ok 

In the car driving back to the police station Abad could not wait to hear the news about CJ’s 
sister. 

‘How is she?’ 

‘Who?’ 

“Y our sister.’ 

‘Destiny had a second stroke, slightly worse than the first but the doctor says she will pull 
through.’ 


‘Did you attend the requiem mass?’ 
‘Yes, lots of people attended and when I came out there were several reporters who wanted 


to know how the case was progressing. Of course I told them. They had loads of questions but I 
finally managed to get away. Obviously not quick enough because I missed my plane...’ 
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‘The Commissioner heard about that and he is waiting to see you.’ 

‘Oh yes... Anyway have you discovered anything new?’ 

‘About the case you mean?’ 

‘What else? I have no intention of sleeping easy until I catch the bastards who did this.’ 
‘Me neither.’ 

There was a silence. Abad was negotiating a turn and the traffic was congested. 

‘T think we need to take a look at those CCTV tapes.’ 

‘Good thinking Columbo.’ CJ smiled. 

Minutes later they arrived at their office. 
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Unit D, at the Storage Industrial Estates, Stephenson Way, Loris Puto was a huge building 
linked by a long corridor to the police station and the basement of which was filled with thousands 
of video and audio tapes, all neatly catalogued. 

Allison Bongo, an attractive brunette in her forties was seated at a desk in front of a 
computer monitor cataloguing tapes. She looked up as the two detectives entered. 

‘Hi, what can I do for you two gentlemen?’ 

“We want to look at the security tapes taken at The Geldens Hotel,’ Abad said. 

‘Anything in particular?’ 

‘From the time Mrs. Michaela Wilson and her husband arrived at the hotel, onwards.’ 

“Wasn't that a terrible tragedy?’ 

‘True.’ CJ agreed. 

‘I hope you find who ever did it?’ Allison Bongo said sombrely. ‘Follow me please.’ 

Allison rose and led them to a desk with a television monitor on it. ‘I’ll be back,’ she said as 
she walked away. Moments later she returned with a pile of video tapes. ‘You can make a start with 
these, whilst I bring out some more.’ 

The two detectives looked at the pile and gasped. 'We really have our work cut out today’, 
CJ said. 

‘The quicker we get started...’ 

*...the quicker we will finish,’ CJ completed Abad’s sentence for him. 

CJ put in a tape, and the picture of a couple approaching the reception desk flashed on the 
screen. They looked so happy together. CJ pressed a button, and the screen changed. A young man 
in uniform appeared and he was ready to carry the couple’s luggage to their room. They kept 
flicking through and when the tape had reached to the end, another one was inserted and viewed. 
When they got to the third tape, it showed Michaela sitting with her husband on the terrace of the 
dining room of The Geldens Hotel, near the poolside having a drink. Moments later, she got up and 
was walking away. She did not look very happy. Then the screen turned black. The tape kept rolling 
but there was nothing on the screen for almost twenty minutes before the next image appeared 
showing two old couples walking on the path leading to the dining room. 

‘That’s interesting,’ said CJ. 

‘Very interesting indeed,’ replied Abad. 

CJ turned off the monitor, sat back and they looked at each other. They were both thinking 
the same thing. Who would want to erase a section on the tape? Who? Why?’ The section of the 
erased CCTV tape could have yielded vital clues. 
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CJ and Abad went back to their office. The results of retesting for finger prints and swab 
samples CJ ordered on Room 102 at The Geldens Hotel had come through and it pointed to a prime 
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suspect who was ruled out during the initial investigation. He was Randy Sense, the hotel security 
guard who was on duty the day Michaela died. Traces of his DNA were on the door to a safe in the 
couple’s room. 

The two duo detectives wasted no time in locating him for questioning. They tracked him 
down to the family house where he was living in poverty after he had lost his job at the hotel. 

“Are you Mr. Randy Sense?’ CJ asked. 

“Yes.” 

‘Pleased to meet you.’ The duo detectives shook his hand. 

‘We are detectives working on a murder case and we would like to ask you a few questions,’ 
CJ said. ‘I am Detective Inspector CJ Fairfield and this is Detective Inspector Abad Nelson.’ 

“Murder case did you say?’ 

“Yes, Mrs. Michaela Wilson. Youremember her don’t you?’ Abad asked. 

‘Erm... yes! But I have already told the police everything.’ 

“We know this but we have a few more questions for you,’ CJ clarified. ‘Did you see her 
body lying in the room lifeless?’ 

‘T only saw the body after it had already been discovered.’ 

‘How was it that you were at the scene of the crime?’ 

‘I was called to assist with reviving her,’ Randy said. 

“That would explain why your finger prints were all over the place,’ CJ muttered. 

‘T must have touched the safe door.’ 

‘I never mentioned that your finger prints were on the safe door?’ CJ responded looking 
puzzled. 

‘Err... I know you did not. This is one place I remember leaning against as I fetched a towel 
from the bathroom.’ 

‘I've got you,’ CJ pretended to accept his explanation. 

‘Inspector Fairfield, I might as well tell you that you might find my DNA on the lady’s face 
because during a struggle to revive her, I touched her cheek with my hand.’ 

‘Oh, right.’ CJ nodded. 

‘Thank you for cooperating with us. Please do not leave the village and we will be talking to 
you again,’ Abad said. 
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In the car CJ’s mind was working overtime. ‘What do you think Abad?’ 

‘I think we've got our man.’ 

‘Why do you say that?’ 

‘First he quickly assumed we meant his finger prints were on the door of the safe.’ 

“And second?’ 

‘He volunteered his DNA might be on Michaela’s face.’ 

“Yes, I found that strange. Why would he decide to disclose this? There is no record of him 
having mentioned it before.’ 

‘He could be looking ahead... If Michaela’s body is exhumed, he is getting in first with an 
explanation of why his DNA might be found on her?’ 

“You know what?’ 

‘What?’ 

‘He said he may have leaned against the safe when he went to fetch a towel from the 
bathroom.’ 

‘That’s exactly what he said,’ Abad confirmed. 

“When we went to see Room 102, I distinctly observed that the towels were kept in the 
bathroom and in the separate toilet. This was yards from the cupboard containing the safe.’ 


52 


‘That’s true, I observed that too.’ 
‘I think our man may have been trying to pull a fast one on us,’ said CJ. 2 
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CHAPTER 13 


The erased section of the CCTV tape had been playing on CJ’s mind. He just could not let it go. 

‘I think we need to go back to Unit D and have a word with Allison Bongo.’ 

“What about?’ Abad asked. 

‘The tapes.’ 

‘We have spent hours watching those tapes and as you know the most important part has 
been erased.’ 

‘This is it... By who? And Why?’ CJ said. 

“You think Allison Bongo would have the answer?’ Abad enquired. 

‘She just might, Abad... she just might.’ 

‘If you want to go now, we must hurry. The Unit closes at 5:00 p.m.’ 

“What is the time now?’ 

‘4:45 p.m.’ 

‘Well we’d better hurry then.’ 
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The duo rushed to Unit D. Whilst on their way CJ decided to place a call to Allison and she 
answered: ‘Good afternoon.’ 

‘Miss Bongo, this is detective CJ Fairfield. I need to speak with you on an urgent matter. I 
am on my way to you. Please wait for me.’ 

‘T close at 5:00 p.m. sharp.’ 

‘I know that... hopefully you will be able to wait a little if I am a bit late.’ 

‘I sorry detective, I have a child to pick up... so be here before 5 o’clock.’ The line went 
dead. 

The duo was walking as fast as they could. In the corridors of the police building, some of 
the administrative staff had already closed their office and were going home. Just one more corner 
to negotiate and they would be in the basement of Unit D. 

I must remember to get myself some roller skates, CJ joked. 

It was two minutes to five when they reached the desk of Allison. They were breathless. 

‘Ah, here you are. Two more minutes and you would have had it inspector,’ Allison grinned. 
“What is it that you wanted that could not wait until tomorrow?’ 

‘Those CCTV tapes you gave us to look at, who else came to view them?’ 

‘After you two, no one... before... two police officers from Division 8 came and they spent 
hours viewing several of them.’ 

‘Did you put the tape in the machine for them or did they do it themselves?’ 

‘The video machine is new and operates slightly differently from the previous one. I offered 


to show the two police officers how to use the machine. They told me they were quite capable of 
operating a video machine. So I left them to it,’ Allison explained. 

‘Did you know that one of the video tapes was partially erased?’ 

‘I’m not surprised. As they watched the recordings, they must have accidentally wiped part 
of the tape.’ 

‘The tape could have been partially wiped before they got to you?’ 

‘Impossible... before cataloguing any tape I always watch them for quality... it is part of my 
job description.’ 

‘Are you sure of that?’ 

‘Of course I am sure... now Inspector I am already ten minutes late.’ 

“Yes, yes, I understand,’ said CJ. ‘Thank you. You have been most useful.' 

Turning to Abad, CJ said, ‘the previous team really messed things up, didn’t they?’ 

Abad remained silent. 

‘I have been wondering why when the defence lawyer requested to see the CCTV tapes, his 
request was turned down. Now it is clear why,’ CJ concluded. 

‘Did you notice that scratch on Randy’s left cheek?’ CJ asked. 

‘Now you mention it, yes.’ 

‘How do you think that was caused?’ 

‘Maybe he has a naughty cat,’ Abad said with a laugh. 

‘How about someone with long nails?’ CJ countered. 

‘His wife had long nails.’ 

‘What about Jonathan Wilson’s wife?’ 

Abad looked at CJ. They both nodded. 

‘When I was reading the labs report and checking the list of swab samples, no where did I 
read that samples underneath Michaela’s nail were ever taken,’ said CJ. 

“Are you sure?’ 

‘It’s possible it could have been somewhere and I missed it...”’ 
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CJ was pacing up and down like a lunatic causing Abad to react. 

‘Stop doing that, you are making me dizzy.’ 

‘Doing what?’ 

‘Sit down CJ and stop acting like a loony,’ Abad said with a laugh. 

“We have been led to believe that there were two people who carried out the crime...’ 

‘The eye witness, Adam said in court that he saw two people leaving the room,’ Abad 
reiterated to CJ. 

“Tobias was adamant in court that Jay was lying.’ 

‘He could have been,’ Abad replied. 

‘I think we should pay him a visit,’ CJ decided. 
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When CJ and Abad arrived in a small village in the north of the island, they went to the front 
door of the house where Mr. Jay Kohree lived with his wife and child. Opening the door was Mr. 
Kohree himself. 

‘I am Detective Inspector CJ Fairfield and this is my colleague Detective...’ 

Mr. Kohree cut in. ‘I know who you are; I have seen you on TV.’ 

‘Can we come in for a moment?’ CJ asked. 

‘Of course.’ Kohree allowed the two detectives into a sitting room and asked them to sit 
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down. ‘This is not a social visit, is it?’ 

“We just have a few questions, and then we will go.’ Abad clarified. 

“You were initially charged with conspiracy to commit murder during the early part of the 
investigation in January.’ 

‘Yes.’ 

‘Then you turned star witness for the State.’ 

‘I know how Michaela died, I was there... I'm so sorry I didn't save her. This young bride’s 
screams as she died still haunt me. I hate myself for not doing anything to stop her killers when I 
first heard the young woman’s desperate cries for help. I hope her family will be able to forgive me 
for not having gone to her aid. I am so sorry. I still hear her screaming... it goes over and over in my 
head. What I should have done, what I could have done... what I didn't do. My conscience is not 
clear." 

‘CCTV footage shows you talking to Tobias and Adam outside Room 102,’ CJ said. 

‘Yes, but I am innocent. I regret not doing something, yes, but I was just walking by and 
going about my business. Then I wasn't sure if I should interfere. Looking back now, maybe I 
should have. I had only started working at The Geldens Hotel for four months and Room 102 wasn't 
my area. Maybe I was in the wrong place at the wrong time.' 

“You told the court you saw them leaving Mrs. Michaela Wilson’s room at about the time 
she died.’ 

'As I’ve already said, I heard her screaming and what sounded like two male voices — they 
were having an argument. Then I saw them emerged from the room.' 

‘How did they appear?’ 

‘I saw them outside the room,' he said. "They were sweating and looking agitated so I went 
over.' 

‘Did you go inside the room? 

I didn't go inside the room and I didn't see the body but I knew that it was too late. I knew at 
that point that she was dead,' Kohree said. 'I know what happened to her... how she died.' 

‘Did the police coerce you into implicating Tobias and Adam?’ 

"No. My story has always been the same. I was only taken in as a suspect because I was seen 
on the CCTV tape with them outside the room. I had nothing to do with her death. I am innocent 
and I want her husband to know that. I am innocent.' 

‘Thank you for talking to us, Mr. Kohree,’ said CJ. 

‘I am sorry I did not even offer you a cup of tea.’ 

‘Don’t worry about it.’ 

As they were leaving Kohree reiterated that he had regrets; he had things that he would have 
to live with, decisions that he made in the heat of the moment that had ruined lives. 
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In the car driving back to the station, CJ asked, ‘What do you think Abad?’ 

‘In court he said that when Tobias and Adam came out of the room and saw him, they came 
to him and threatened him to keep quiet...’ 

‘That’s what is recorded in the court transcript,’ CJ confirmed. 

“Why is he now saying he was the one who approached them?’ 

‘In a police statement he had also said he went straight home when he had finished at 4:30 
p.m., yet in a CCTV footing he was seen to be talking and laughing with Tobias in the restaurant 
after the murder had occurred.’ 

‘He is lying,’ Abad concluded, “the question is why?’ 

‘This is what we need to find out,’ CJ replied. 

We need to do some digging. If there are skeletons, this is the time to find them! 
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CHAPTER 14 


Late in the evening CJ’s mobile rang. He rushed to the kitchen to pick it up. 

‘CJ?’ he answered. 

It was Karina. 

CJ felt a little thrill when he heard her voice. ‘Hello, how are you darling?’ 

‘T am fine.’ 

‘How is Destiny?’ 

‘The treatment is working, but Destiny is slightly depressed.’ 

‘Oh!’ 

‘She is struggling a little bit with her speech and she has not regained full function of her left 
arm and leg yet.’ 

“These things take time.’ 

‘Try telling her that,’ Karina replied. 

There was nothing CJ could say. 

‘I miss you,’ Karina said. 

‘I miss you too. Hopefully I will be able to wrap up this case soon and then I should be 
home,’ 

‘Are you making progress with the case?’ 

‘There is a good lead.’ 

‘That’s encouraging.’ 

‘Okay I will talk to you again.’ 

‘Make sure you keep your mobile turned on,’ Karina said. ‘I plan to harass you.’ 

CJ smiled. ‘Will do.’ 

“Take care darling.’ 

‘You too.” The line went dead. CJ put the mobile away and sat there for a long time thinking 
about Karina and Destiny. He got up and went into the lounge. Poured himself a Cointreau and sunk 
into the sofa in front of the TV. 
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Mauri Tsui's eastern coast is the home of The Geldens Hotel. A truly hospitable resort 
spread over a huge area. Your senses will come alive as you savour the sweet fragrances of flowers 
and herbs, gaze across beautiful beach sands and a crystal-clear lagoon, and bask in the glorious 
sunshine. The hotel was designed by international designer Donna Hunter. The hotel offered one of 
the biggest swimming pools on the island along with sumptuous restaurants, a full-service spa, and 
traditional design elements like thatched roofs and slowly winding paths. Guests were free to relax 
and enjoy themselves at their own pace. They could go for a swim, relax at the poolside with a 


drink, explore or indulge themselves with a delicious scoop of ice cream. Geldens Hotel was the 
perfect setting for both couples and families, and was approximately 60 minutes from the airport. 
No wonder Michaela and her husband picked it for their second part of their honeymoon. 

CJ Fairfield found it hard to believe that in the midst of all that beauty there was a murderer 
at large. He was convinced that whoever murdered Mrs. Michaela Wilson did not intend to do so, 
but only did it to cover their tracks. His view was shared by police officers who felt it was a case of 
robbery which went wrong and unfortunately led to murder. 
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CJ and Abad were at The Geldens Hotel sniffing around. Whilst having a beer in the lounge, 
a brown-faced man approached them. 

‘Hi, you are the two detectives investigating the murder of that bride who was killed here?’ 

‘Who is asking?’ CJ asked. 

‘Oh sorry, my name is Rakesh Goopey; I am from the Sunday newspaper.’ 

‘What can we do for you?’ 

‘T would like to run a story on you two.’ 

‘No thanks,’ Abad interjected. 

The man looked at the duo sceptically. ‘I understood...’ 

“You understood wrong.’ CJ said. 

Neither of them was in the mood to talk to the press. 

Rakesh stood there for a moment. ‘Sorry to have bothered you.’ 

The duo watched him leave. 
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It was not easy to get to talk to Sanjita, the wife of Jay Kohree. Since the trial she had kept 
herself to herself. When CJ and Abad finally managed to catch up with her, she was dropping her 
child to school. Sanjita was a beautiful Indian woman in her late 20’s, slim with long black hair and 
big brown eyes. 

‘Mrs. Kohree, why did your husband give false evidence against Tobias in court,’ CJ said. 

‘He didn’t. My husband never lies.’ 

‘Is that so? And how about you?’ 

“What about me?’ 

‘Have you ever lied to your husband or hidden anything from him?’ 

‘Of course not. I have nothing to hide from him.’ 

“Are you sure about that, Mrs. Kohree?’ 

Sanjita frowned. ‘Yes. There are no secrets between my husband and I.’ 

‘So you have told your husband that you had an affair with Tobias?’ 

‘What?’ Sanjita looked shocked. 

‘Come on now, we know all about it.’ 

‘Oh please don’t tell my husband. He will throw me out and take my child away from me.’ 

‘T don’t think we need to tell him...’ 

‘Please what do you want from me?’ 

‘How about some information?’ 

‘I don’t know anything.’ 

‘Did your husband give you any hint that he knew of your affair with Tobias Hoover? 

‘No. It was so brief. It was not even an affair, as you call it... we met a few times... that’s 
all.” Sanjita paused, eyes looking desolated. ‘My husband and I had not been getting on well in the 
past months.’ 
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‘We believe he knew your secret and implicating Tobias was his way of getting back at 
him,’ Abad said. He watched Sanjita’s face, looking for any slight change of expression. The 
thought that her husband would find out about her and Tobias worried her. 

‘I did hear my husband say that he saw a tourist hitting on her.’ 

‘Did he say anything about that tourist? Name or what he looked like?’ 

‘No... remember telling him he must have been mistaken and he laughed and started to say 
something but then stopped.’ 

‘Nothing about where he was from...’ 

‘He was definitely foreign, a young Caucasian, and good looking.’ 

‘Sounds like a description of me,’ CJ joked. ‘Anything else?’ 

‘Not that I can remember... Oh he spoke English with a French accent.’ 

Abad nodded. ‘French accent,’ you said. 

‘Yeah.’ 

‘Mrs. Kohree, here is my card...’ CJ handed her his business card. 
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After checking the guest list of holiday makers staying at The Geldens Hotel at the time of 
the murder, the duo detectives came up with a few names, which after cross-checking with 
photographs the hotel kept on their visitors, one persons' name came close to the description given 
by Mrs. Sanjita Kohree. He was sharing Room 105 with his brother. 
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The flight to Paris on Air France airlines took nine hours. 

CJ could not stop thinking of Michaela who had been a TV celebrity and her programme 
would have been aired in several countries. It was not against any stretch of imagination for her to 
have admirers everywhere. After all she was quite a gorgeous woman with a pleasing personality. 
The fact that she was married would not stop any admirer from having her on their list of conquests. 

However there was nothing pointing to Michaela being a flirt. But CJ was determined to 
follow any lead, however farfetched it might be. At the end of the day it was this kind of 
determination which would help him cracked this case. 

When CJ and Abad arrived at Charles de Gaulle airport, they were not surprised to find a 
crowd of tourists. Paris is a beautiful city, some would say it was the city of lovers and it was on 
record that Michaela had been there before she was married and taken part in a television interview 
defending her latest keep fit video which some French newspaper reporters had described as too 
sexy and titillating. 

The streets were crowded with people wrapped up in furs or overcoats. CJ glanced over at 
Abad. ‘I told you to bring warmer clothes. This is Europe in the middle of winter and you, my 
friend, are going to freeze.’ 

‘In my country we don't have snow. How did I know it was going to be that cold?’ Abad 
replied. “We should be out of here by tomorrow; I hope I won’t be dead by then.’ 

Ahead of them was the Arc de Triomphe, the most monumental of all triumphal arches, built 
between 1806 and 1836. Even though there were many modifications from the original plans, 
reflecting political changes and power struggles, the Arch still retained the essence of the original 
concept which was a powerful, unified ensemble. 

‘My God, that’s impressive,’ Abad said. 

‘Yeah. The arches whole decorative style is entirely of the tradition of sculpture from the 
first half of the nineteenth century.’ CJ went on. ‘The triumphal arch is in honour of those who 
fought for France, in particular, those who fought during the Napoleonic Wars. Engraved on the 
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inside and at the top of the arch are all of the names of the generals and wars fought. There are 
inscriptions in the ground underneath the vault of the arch which include the Tomb of the Unknown 
Soldier from World War I where the Memorial Flame burns and ...’ 

Abad though impressed with CJ’s knowledge of France, stopped listening for a moment. He 
was thinking. What if they had made a wasted trip? 

‘The monument is considered the linchpin of the historic axis (L'Axe historique) — a 
sequence of monuments and grand thoroughfares on a route which stretches from the courtyard of 
the Louvre Palace to the outskirts of Paris.’ 

Could Sanjita have lied to them to keep them off her husband? 

CJ continuing to show his knowledge was saying, ‘believe it or not this Arc is 162 ft tall, 
150 ft wide, 72 ft deep. The vault is 95.8 ft high and 48.0 ft wide. The smaller vault is 61.3 ft high 
and 27.7 ft wide.’ 

‘Could you give me that again in metres please?’ said Abad. 

‘What?’ CJ quickly realised that Abad was taking the piss and they both laughed. 

CJ and Abad were in Rue du Pont-Neuf, at the front door of number 8, in the centre of Paris, 
where Marcel Bouchon lived. No sooner had they knocked on the door, than a middle-aged woman 
answered. 

‘Oui.’ 

‘Bonjour Madame, parlez-vous Anglais?’ 

‘Yes.’ 

‘I am Detective Inspector CJ Fairfield and this is my partner Detective Inspector Nelson. 
May we come in please?’ 

‘Of course.’ The woman took them into a small sitting room. 

‘Madame...err...’ 

‘Bouchon... Irina Bouchon.’ 

‘Madame Bouchon, we are here to have a talk with Marcel Bouchon.’ 

“Oh, that would be my eldest son. He is not here, he...’ 

Before she could complete her sentence someone came in. It was none other than Marcel 
Bouchon. As soon as he saw the duo detective he hesitated, almost as if he had smelt a rat. Marcel 
was indeed good looking just as Sanjita Kohree had said. 

After introducing themselves CJ asked, ‘You were in Mauri Tsui where a young woman was 
killed. What can you tell us about her?’ 

‘She was quite a beautiful woman. She was what the French would call magnifique.’ 

‘So you knew her.’ 

‘I had seen her on TV before and even watched her latest keep fit video.’ 

‘Did you talk to her while she was at The Geldens Hotel?’ 

“Yes, I saw her at the bar in the hotel. I did not know she was married. My brother and I had 
a bet. I started chatting her up, when suddenly her husband came and they went to sit somewhere 
else.’ 

“Was that the only occasion you talked to her?’ 

‘No. We had crossed each other’s paths a few times and we always smiled at each other?’ 

Abad thrust a blank piece of paper in front of Mr. Bouchon. ‘I wonder if you would be so 
kind to give me your autograph.’ 

Without thinking why he wanted it, he answered, ‘of course. Do you have a pen?’ 

‘Here.’ CJ handed him one. 

When Marcel Bouchon returned the pen, CJ held it carefully and placed it in the inside 
pocket of his jacket. After a few more questions, Marcel walked them to the door. As they were 
saying goodbye Abad asked, ‘Mr. Bouchon have you ever been in Room 102?’ 

‘Mrs. Wilson’s hotel room? ...err... no.’ 

‘Thank you,’ the duo detective said almost together and left. 
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‘As soon as we get back to Mauri Tsui, I want the boys in the lab to run a comparison 
finger-print with our database,’ said CJ. 

“What do you think?’ Abad asked. 

‘I don’t think he told us everything.’ 

‘That was my sentiment exactly. J think he had a crush on Michaela if you ask me!’ 

‘Only a crush?’ CJ replied. « 
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CHAPTER 15 


CJ and Abad had booked themselves one night in Hotel Le Relais Montmartre, Paris. 270 metres 
from The Moulin Rouge and | km from The Sacré-Coeur. 

Making use of the free Wi-Fi, CJ decided to make a Skype call to Karina whilst Abad 
decided to spend some time relaxing in the Jacuzzi. He figured a good massage would invigorate 
his body. 

After they had eaten they sat down in front of the TV watching a Les Aventures de Tintin. 

“What is that rubbish?’ Abad said. 

‘T think it’s great. I am sure you have read the Tintin comics’ 

‘No. Who is this Tintin?’ 

‘It is a popular comic character which, incidentally, was created in Belgium and not France, 
as most people tend to believe. When I watch it, it helps me to relive some of my childhood 
memories.’ CJ revealed. 

‘What a sad childhood you must have had... It’s time to grow up, CJ... enjoy, and I’m off to 
bed. We have a long plane journey tomorrow.’ 

‘Good night.’ 

‘Good night, CJ.’ 
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When they woke up the next day, Abad looked out of his window and shouted to CJ. 

“Guess what?’ 

‘What?’ 

‘Snow... the ground is full of it.’ 

CJ rushed to the window and said, ‘Damn it.’ 

‘T thought you English like this white fluffy stuff.’ 

“We do. I do, but we have a plane to catch.’ 

‘T used to look at picture-postcards showing snow and thought it could not be real but now I 
know better,’ said Abad. 

‘Is this the first time you have seen snow, Abad?’ 

‘Yeah.’ 

‘Do you want to go and play snowballs?’ 

‘No thanks.’ 

Suddenly there was a plane passing in the sky. The plane was flying so low that the noise 
was deafening. For a moment Abad thought it might hit a building. The receding aircraft was 
preparing to land at a small airport a half mile away. As far as he could see, everything except for 
the runaways was covered with snow. It was the heaviest snow France had seen for a long time. 


‘If we manage to get ourselves to the airport we should consider it a miracle,’ CJ remarked. 
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The family had previously rejected the idea that Michaela’s body should be exhumed, 
despite the fact that there was a lot to gain from an exhumation. ‘Until you look, you don’t know 
what’s there’, they were told. After some persuasion they came to accept it was worth a try 
especially since it could lead to finding the murderer or murderers and they gave their support. 

With both CJ and Abad back safely in Mauri Tsui following their tiresome trip from France, 
every little help with the case was welcomed and they were pleased the exhumation was underway. 

Meanwhile, the finger prints of Marcel Bouchon were being lifted from the pen he had used 
and compared with the police database. 
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The morning went by so quickly, making CJ wonder whether there was still 24 hours in a 
day. When he went to sit at his desk he noticed a sealed envelope addressed to him. He was about to 
open it, when his phone buzzed. It was Miss Adel. 

PY GS. 

‘The Commissioner would like to see you and detective Nelson.’ 

‘When?’ 

‘Now.’ 

‘Tell him we are on our way.’ 

CJ looked across and noticed Abad devouring a sandwich. 

“We are being summoned by you know who,’ CJ said. 

The duo detectives made their way to the commissioner’s office. 

The minute they entered in his office, the commissioner asked, ‘how did you get on in 
Paris?’ 

‘Marcel Bouchon is a possibility,’ CJ answered. ‘The boys in the lab are matching his finger 
prints as we speak.’ 

‘We need to crack this case soon,’ the commissioner said. ‘Here check this out.” He handed 
CJ a piece of paper with a name written on it. 

‘Arnie Angus Monroe. Who is he?’ 

‘He is a security guard at The Geldens Hotel. He has implicated his colleague Randy Anana 
Sense who he said he saw stealing the master keycard that was used to enter Room 102 two minutes 
before Mrs. Wilson entered it at 10:14 a.m. on the day of the killing.’ 

The commissioner chatted with them for a few more minutes and then the duo detectives 
left. 

CJ’s first call was to the manager of The Geldens Hotel, Jean-Pierre Cullotte. 

‘Detective Inspector CJ Fairfield here.’ 

“Yes, Inspector how can I help you?’ 

‘T need to talk to Arnie Monroe. Is he on duty?’ 

‘Arnie has been suspended,’ Mr. Cullotte said. 

‘Have you got his home address?’ 

Mr. Cullotte hesitated. Not wanting to be accused of being obstructive he said, ‘wait a 
moment please.’ 

After looking at his address book he returned to the phone, “have you got a pen and paper.’ 

“Yes...’ CJ listened to the address and wrote it down. ‘Have you got a telephone number?’ 

“No, sorry.’ 

‘Good. Thank you.’ Knowing that the manager did not have a telephone number was useful. 
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This meant if the manager wanted to warn Arnie, he would not be able to do so. 

The line went dead. 

‘The list of likely suspects has now increased to three,’ said Abad. ‘Randy Sense, Arnie 
Monroe and Marcel Bouchon.’ 

‘I wonder which one of them did it?! CJ replied. 

‘I think it was besotted Marcel Bouchon. Myself,’ said Abad. 

‘Hopefully the DNA test from materials retrieved from underneath Michaela’s finger nails 
will give us the answer.’ CJ said. 

CJ’s phone buzzed. It was Adel. 

‘Yes, Adel.’ 

‘Mrs. Sanjita Kohree is on line 2.’ 

‘Thank you.’ CJ picked up the receiver. 

‘Mrs. Kohree?’ 

‘Detective Fairfield, I must see you.’ She sounded anxious. 

“Where are you?’ 

‘T am staying with a friend.’ 

“Give me the address.’ The call ended abruptly. 

“We need to pay Mrs. Kohree a visit urgently. It sounds like she is in some kind of trouble,’ 
CJ told Abad. 

‘But we need to go and see Arnie Monroe, don’t we?’ 

‘One of them has got to wait,’ CJ had decided. 
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CHAPTER 16 


That afternoon in the police car park, CJ and Abad jumped in to their police car. They were off to 
see Mrs. Sanjita Kohree. On their way they stopped at a corner café and picked up two sandwiches 
and two cans of coke. This would have to make up for the lunch they had missed. As it was rush 
hour, the road was congested and everybody was busy edging forward filling any little gap they 
could find. Abad who was driving thought of putting on the police siren, then decided against it. A 
journey that should have taken them forty-five minutes was taking much longer. Two hours had 
elapsed and they were still stuck in traffic. Finally, CJ decided to sound the siren and as the line of 
cars in front of them started to pull to the side Abad drove through. 

‘For a small country you have too many cars,’ CJ remarked. 

‘This is a sign of prosperity,’ Abad answered. 

“Your government should tax the motorists more and raise the price of gas.’ 

‘That’s your answer to our congestion problem, is it?’ 

“You never know.’ 

Thirty minutes later the duo detectives had reached their destination. They pressed the door 
bell and a woman in her thirties opened the door. She had been expecting them. 

‘Come in please, Sanjita is in the lounge,’ the woman said softly. 

The minute CJ and Abad entered the lounge, they saw Sanjita sitting on the settee and she 
had a black-eye. Before they were even told who did it, they had guessed it must have been her 
husband. 

‘My daughter told my husband that I had been talking to you and he wanted to know every 
detail of our conversation. Then he told me he knew about my affair with Tobias and started to beat 
me up.’ 

“Where is he now?’ 

‘When I left this morning he was still sleeping in our bed at home.’ 

‘Does he know where you are?’ 

‘I don’t think so, but I don't feel safe staying here... If he finds me I am sure he will kill 


‘No he won’t,’ CJ said. 

Abad interjected. ‘We are taking you to a shelter for battered wives,’ he said. ‘You will be 
safe there... A doctor will give you a physical examination and prescribe whatever medication he 
deems fit.’ 

‘Where is your daughter?’ 

‘She is in the bedroom sleeping.’ 

‘Good,’ CJ said. 

“You will need to make a full statement and should you decide to prosecute, you will receive 
all the help you require.’ 

As the two detectives were accompanying Sanjita and her child to the car, CJ’s cell phone 
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rang. He took it out of his pocket. 
‘Hello?’ 
‘Hello, darling. How are you?’ 
‘I am fine, Karina.’ 
‘Are you at your hotel?’ 
‘No. I've just got something to do then I will call it a day.’ 
‘T wish I was with you.’ 
So do I, CJ thought. ‘How is Destiny?’ 
‘The physiotherapist and speech therapist are working miracles.’ 
‘Karina, please tell her that my thoughts are with her.’ 
“Will do. Do you miss me?’ 
“You know I do.’ 
‘Pll call you tomorrow.’ 
‘I love you, Karina. Goodbye.’ 
‘Goodbye.’ 
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Abad overheard the conversation. 

‘Is your wife alright?’ 

‘She is fine.’ 

‘And your sister?’ 

‘Karina said she is progressing well.’ 

‘That's nice to hear.’ 

‘Are you going to drive or shall I?’ CJ asked. 

‘T trust my driving more,’ said Abad with a grin. 

As they were on the move, Sanjita asked, ‘Detective Fairfield are you sure my husband will 
not be able to find us?’ 

‘This is a place of refuge and the address is secret. You will need to keep it a secret to 
protect everyone living there.’ 

‘How long will we be able to stay there?’ 

‘As long as you need to, Mrs. Kohree.’ 
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It has been a long and tiresome day. After dropping Sanjita at a secret location, they wanted 
to call it a day, but quickly remembered they needed to interrogate Arnie Monroe and made their 
way to his house. As the duo detectives stood on Arnie’s door step waiting for someone to open the 
door, the next door neighbour—an old lady in her seventies, approached the boundary fence. 

‘Who are you, people?’ she asked inquisitively. 

CJ looking at her, and replied, ‘It’s alright ma’am!’ He pulled his ID out of his pocket and 
showed it to the old lady saying, ‘we are the police.’ 

She glanced at the badge and said, ‘Why haven’t you got your uniform on then?’ 

‘We are actually Detectives.’ 

‘How exciting! That’s Mr. Monroe’s house. Have you come to arrest him?’ 

‘Oh, not at all.’ CJ smiled. ‘We just want to talk to him, Ma’am...’ 

‘Tam Mrs. Singh, and I live next door. We like to keep an eye on each other around here,’ 
the old lady explained with a charming smile. 

CJ nodded. ‘Very glad to hear it Mrs. Singh, that is what good neighbours do,’ he said with a 
grin. ‘Erm... you live here, do you?’ 
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‘Yes’ 

‘Do you know if Mr. Monroe is in?’ CJ asked. 

“You’ve just missed him... Moments ago I saw him go out with the dog.’ 
‘I wonder... would you mind if we come round to see you?’ 

‘Not at all,’ said Mrs. Singh. 
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CJ and Abad were sitting in Mrs. Singh’s lounge, sipping a cup of tea. Abad had purposely 
taken a seat near the window. 

‘Have you got any idea where Mr. Monroe may have gone?’ 

‘No. I know very little about him except he has not been to work lately. He is a very private 
man... but I used to talk to his wife—a very charming woman she was. Of course that stopped 
when she died.’ 

CJ grimaced. ‘Of course, it would, wouldn’t it.’ 

‘She killed herself, you know.’ 

‘Who did?’ 

‘Mr. Monroe’s wife... she took an overdose after she had lost her daughter by a hit and run 
driver.’ 

‘Hit and run, you said?’ CJ echoed. 

“Yes. It happened on this very road. The poor girl was crossing the road to go to school... 
she died instantly... Rosalina had never got over it.’ 

‘Who was Rosalina?’ 

‘Mr. Monroe’s wife, of course.’ 

CJ shook his head. ‘I see.’ Then he glanced suspiciously at the cat sitting on the settee next 
to him. She had made a rude noise. 

Mrs. Singh heard the noise too. ‘Oh feel free to push Tara away, for being rude,’ she said 
with half a smile. ‘I apologize for her... she has a touch of flatulence.’ 

CJ raised his eye brows. 

‘How does your cat Tara get on with Mr. Monroe’s dog?’ 

‘That’s not his dog... he is looking after him for a friend.’ 

‘Does this friend live far?’ 

‘Not at all, just three doors down the road—Number 21.’ 

Abad interrupted. ‘Wait a minute; I can see a man with a dog approaching the gate next 
door... he looks like Mr. Monroe.’ 

Mrs. Singh stood up and approached the window. ‘That is Mr. Monroe alright,’ she 
confirmed. 

“You’ve been very helpful. Thank you for the tea,’ CJ said as he got up from the settee. 
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‘Okay, let’s go and see what Mr. Monroe has got for us,’ Abad said. “He is quite an 
interesting fellow.’ 

“You sound like you know him already?’ CJ commented. 

‘Oh yes, our paths crossed a year ago.’ 

“You kept that quiet! You know what Abad, why don’t you take charge of this interview?’ 

‘I don’t think that would be a good idea,’ Abad replied. 

Abad raised his hand to knock on the door, but just before doing so, Amie opened it. Their 
eyes locked. 

‘I know you, don’t I?’ Monroe uttered. 
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‘Yes Mr. Monroe it’s that unfortunate hit and run of your daughter... about a year ago,’ 
Abad replied. 

‘Oh yes,’ Monroe nodded. ‘Err... let’s hope you do a better job this time.’ 

Monroe, a tall middle-aged man with curly black hair and fierce-looking brown eyes was 
not the kind of person who would mince his words. He was never impressed with the way Abad had 
handled the case of his daughter and still felt let down by him. 

‘Well I am not in charge,’ Abad said with a grimace. Then pointing to CJ he said, ‘this is the 
investigating officer, Detective Inspector CJ Fairfield. 

CJ immediately extended his right-hand for a handshake. 

‘Oh, you are that famous detective from England, aren’t you?’ Arnie said with his lower jaw 
hanging down. 

‘Tam afraid you found me out,’ replied CJ with a smile. 

‘Tam very glad you are in charge,’ Monroe said. 

There was a moment of silence when they stood there looking at each other. 

‘If you would let’s us in, I would like to ask you a few questions,’ CJ said to Monroe. 

‘Sure, come in.” Monroe moved away from the door way. Once the duo detectives were 
inside, he closed the door behind them and led them into the lounge. 


38 38 3k 


The two detectives had barely had time to take a seat when Monroe, still standing up, started 
to say, ‘This bastard Randy, took the keycard, entered Room 102, killed that woman and you know 
what? I ended up getting suspended because I didn’t grass on him,’ he complained with bitterness in 
his voice. 

‘It doesn’t look fair, does it?’ CJ said in a sympathetic voice, his eyes fixed on to Monroe’s. 

‘Mr. Monroe,’ CJ began, ‘We are here to take a statement from you. How about you and I 
sit down and we can talk?’ 

‘Fine.’ 

Whilst CJ and Monroe were talking, Abad got up. 

“You're not leaving are you Inspector Abad?’ Monroe enquired wishing he was. 

Abad turned and looked straight at Monroe. ‘No, I am not. Please carry on talking to 
Inspector Fairfield whilst I go outside for a quick smoke.’ 

Moments later as Abad was busy puffing away, there was a buzz. It was his cell phone. 

‘Yes.’ He listened attentively. 

‘Erm... not yet... yes will do... just leave it with me, sir.’ 

Abad went back inside Monroe’s lounge. ‘Time to go,’ he told CJ. 

CJ gave Abad a surprised look, unsure why he was being rushed. ‘One moment,’ then 
turning to Monroe, CJ read the last line of Monroe’s statement and then he asked him to append his 
signature before rushing out. 

Abad got behind the wheel of their car and CJ insisted to know what was so urgent. 

Abad explained that a year ago Monroe had fingered Randy Sense as being the hit and run 
driver who killed his daughter, but there was insufficient evidence to prove that was the case. 

‘Don’t tell me you were...’ 

‘... yes I was the Investigating Officer in charge of the case,’ Abad revealed. 

CJ nodded. ‘Now I understand why he was not keen to talk to you. Did you ever trace the hit 
and run driver?’ 

‘No.’ 

‘I suppose, now you think he is making false allegation again?’ 

Abad sighed. ‘Your guess is as good as mine.’ 

“Where are we going?’ 


‘To hospital... Randy tried to hang himself.’ 
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Half an hour later, the duo detectives were in Doncas General Hospital talking to Randy and 
they listened patiently. 

‘I told you I did not kill that woman, but no one believes me...’ Randy complained. 

‘Why do you think that is?’ Abad asked. 

‘I don’t know but I am not a killer. Honest.’ 

‘The court will make the final decision,’ CJ said. 

There was a long silence. 

It was time to call it a day. Abad took CJ to his hotel before making his way home. 
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The morning alarm went; CJ was unable to get out of bed. When Abad noticed the absence 
of CJ he was concerned. 

‘Adel could you come in here a minute please?’ 

Adel came in Abad’s office with her notebook and pen thinking that he wanted to dictate 
something. 

‘Have you seen CJ?’ 

‘No, sir.’ 

‘It is not like him to be late, call him and find out when he plans to come in.’ 

‘Yes, sir.” Adel went back to her office to make the call. She dialed CJ’s mobile number but 
there was no response. She called the hotel where he was staying and asked the receptionist to 
check on him. 

Moments later, the line went dead. 

Abad immediately suspected that something was wrong. He grabbed a couple of police 
officers and made his way to the Oberon resort. When they got to CJ’s room they found CJ on the 
bed blind folded. His legs were tied together and his hands tied behind his back. The receptionist 
was locked in the wardrobe, her mouth gagged and covered with a duck tape. 

Next to CJ was a white sheet of paper on which was the message: ‘get off this case and go 
back to where you came from.’ 

Neither of them were able to give a description of what their assailants looked like as they 
were wearing head stockings. 

Officers were called in to dust the room. 
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‘Good morning Gaston,’ Abad said as he saw him dusting the door for finger prints. 

The latter, without lifting his head responded, ‘Inspector...’ 

‘Found anything yet?’ 

‘No.’ Gaston shook his head and added with a touch of sarcasm in his voice, ‘these modern 
intruders have no consideration at all.’ 

Abad walked towards the door and noticed the key in the lock. ‘Fancy that,’ he said as he 
carefully pulled the key out of the lock and handed it to Gaston for him to dust. Then he walked 
towards the window and looked down. 

‘Don’t forget to dust those drain pipes too.’ 

“Yes sir.’ 

Suddenly his mobile rang and he took the call. 
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When CJ had arrived in his hotel room the night before, he had gone straight to bed, but he 
remembered pouring himself a glass of milk from a carton box which he took to his bedside table. 
Just before turning off the light he had drank the milk. Analysis later on showed that the milk 
contained barbiturates. The dose was high but not lethal as to kill him. Whoever drugged his milk 
must have meant it as a warning. 

CJ was not deterred. He came to Mauri Tsui to do a job and he was determined to finish it 
and achieve the required result. Whoever was behind the attack must have known he was getting 
close and in the past few weeks CJ had indeed begun to feel he was close to cracking the case. He 
and Abad had pursued the case with relentless determination and had spent hours of sleepless 
nights. They were not going to give up until they had apprehended the culprits. 2 
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CHAPTER 17 


Finally, after months of investigating a new trial into the death of Mrs. Michaela Wilson had 
started. Presiding over the case was once again Mr. Justice Frick. 

Prosecuting the case was Mr. Arman Hank and Mr. Alan Avramody with his team was 
defending. 

After the lawyers had made their opening remarks, prosecutor Hank began questioning his 
first witness. 

‘Would you please tell the Court your full name?’ 

‘Arnie Angus Monroe.’ 

‘And your occupation?’ 

‘Tam a security guard at The Geldens Hotel.’ 

‘Have you worked there long?’ 

‘Four years.’ 

“Would you look at the two defendants seated in the dock and tell the Court if you have ever 
seen them before?’ 

‘Yes, sir.’ 

“Which one?’ 

‘Both.’ 

‘Do you know their names?’ 

“The one on the left is Randy Sense and the other is Tobias Hoover.’ 

‘Let the record show that the witness has correctly identified the accused,’ Prosecutor Hank 
said. He continued. 

“Would you tell us, please, under what circumstances you saw these two men? 

‘At The Geldens Hotel... Randy worked as a security guard and Tobias was a room 
attendant.’ 

‘Did you say was?’ 

‘They have both been suspended, as I understand it, sir.’ 

‘I see... Have you seen them at any other times? 

“Yes.” 

‘And what were the circumstances?’ 

‘I saw Randy at The Geldens Hotel stealing a master keycard?’ 

“You mean the master keycard that was used to enter Room 102 two minutes before Mrs. 
Michaela Wilson entered it on the day of the killing. 

‘Yes.’ 

‘Objection, the prosecutor is leading the witness,’ Avramody complained. 

‘Sustained,’ Judge Frick gave Hank a stern look. 
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‘T withdraw the question.’ 

‘Have you seen the defendants at any other times?’ 

“Yes. I was on duty and I saw Randy and Tobias leaving Room 102 moments before that 
woman was discovered dead.’ 

‘By that woman, you mean Mrs. Michaela Wilson?’ 

“Yes.” 

‘Go on.’ 

‘They were both sweating profusely, wiping the drips from their brows as they pulled the 
door shut behind them. They left along the corridor in opposite directions.’ 

‘Thank you Mr. Monroe. Your witness, Alan Avramody.’ 

Avramody lifted himself out of his chair with a sigh and slowly walked over to the witness. 
Arman Hank was not worried. Arnie Monroe was quite capable of preventing himself of being 
deceived by Avramody’s bag of tricks. 

“You told this court you had a clear view of Room 102 when you allegedly saw the two 
defendants coming out of it. Tell the court where you were.’ 

‘T was in an adjacent corridor doing my round.’ 

‘They were badly lit corridors I believe?’ 

‘Not really.’ 

‘Did you talk to the defendants?’ 

‘No. They were too far away from me.’ 

‘How far would you say?’ 

‘Oh, I don’t know... I have never been good in calculating distances.’ 

“Would you say, hundred feet... fifty feet... twenty feet perhaps...’ 

‘More like sixty feet I would say.’ 

‘Do you know you can’t see Room 102 from that distance, Mr. Monroe?’ 

There was a moment of silence. 

‘Err; I must have been a bit closer then.’ 

“You would have had to be at least ten feet away to see the door. Did the defendants see 
you?’ 

‘No.’ 

‘At ten feet away there is no way they would not have seen you. Were you ten feet away 
from them, Mr. Monroe?’ 

‘No.’ 

‘Then how could you have seen the defendants coming out of Room 102?’ 

‘Maybe I was then.’ 

“You must have been invisible for the defendants not to see you.’ Avramody commented. 

‘Now... How would you describe your relationship with Randy Sense?’ 

‘Friendly.’ 

‘Is that so? Then tell me why you two, were seen arguing and threatening each other two 
days before the murder took place?’ 

‘It was about the master keycard. I told him I was going to report him and he threatened 
me.’ 

‘But you did not report him to the manager.’ 

‘No. Not at the time.’ 

“Yes, yes, you waited four months, why?’ 

‘The hotel manager, Jean-Pierre Cullotte said he was going to fire all of us if we did not say 
what we knew about the missing master keycard.’ 

‘Didn't Mr. Cullotte promise a reward of one thousand Francs to the person who came 
forward with information?’ 

‘Yes...but that had nothing to do with me coming forward?’ 
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‘Really?’ Avramody looked surprised. 

‘T put it to you that your only reason for coming forward and perjuring yourself to this court 
is for the reward.’ 

‘Noooooo000.” Monroe said defensively. 

‘Thank you Mr. Monroe.’ Avramody trotted back to his seat. 

Judge Frick turned to the witness. ‘Thank you and you may leave the witness box Mr. 
Monroe.’ 
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Prosecutor Hank was examining Randy Sense. He grilled him for over fifteen minutes. 

‘You told the police that you saw the dead body of Mrs. Michaela Wilson only after it had 
already been discovered when you were called to assist with reviving her. Is that correct?’ 

“Yes.” 

‘Do not lie; May I remind you that you are still under oath.’ 

‘T am not lying.’ 

‘Alright, the scar on your right cheek how did you get it?’ 

‘Err... it happened when I was trying to get rid of a pimple that was there,’ he said. 

“You must have really long nails?’ 

‘T do,’ he said and quickly showed his hands. 

‘What would you say if I told you that forensics found traces of your DNA on Mrs. 
Michaela Wilson’s face?’ 

‘I would not be surprised, because during the struggle to revive her, it is quite possible that I 
touched her cheek with my hand.’ 

‘Did you touch Mrs. Michaela Wilson anywhere else?’ 

‘No. Not that I can remember.’ 

The jurors were staring at Randy Sense and Tobias Hoover. 

Prosecutor Hank realised that he was not going to shake Randy and gave up. ‘No more 
questions.’ he turned to Avramody and said, “your witness.’ 

Avramody remained seated. 

The prosecutor interrogated two more witnesses. Avramody succeeded in discrediting their 
testimonies. 
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Before sending the jurors to deliberate the case, Judge Frick did his summing up. ‘If you 
have the reasonable doubt with regards to what you have heard in this court, it is your duty to acquit 
the accused. This is sometimes known as the benefit of the doubt, but it is not a benefit, it is a right. 
You may feel as the crown witnesses appear to feel that there can be no doubt that the accused were 
indeed the men they saw emerging from Room 102 on that particular date and time. Bear in mind it 
is for the prosecution, first, last and all the time to prove beyond reasonable doubt the guilt of the 
prisoners. It is not for the prisoners to prove their innocence... Will you now retire to your room 
and consider your verdict.’ 

After nine days the jury had delivered their not guilty verdict and seconds later Judge Frick 
concluded his remark. Reluctantly he told the prisoners they were free to go. At that very moment 
CJ burst into the courtroom shouting, ‘your honour I have fresh evidence to the case, can I approach 
the bench?’ 

Alan Avramody rose to his feet, ‘Your honour, I object,’ he shouted. 

The Judge ignored his objection. ‘Overruled,’ he said. Turning to CJ he said, ‘what have you 
got Inspector Fairfield...?’ 
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CJ Fairfield handed the judge a lab report he had just received. 

After examining the evidence the Judge called the court to order. He turned to Randy Sense 
and asked him to explain how his DNA materials found their way underneath Mrs. Michaela 
Wilson’s finger nails. 

There were loud gasps coming from the gallery causing Mr. Justice Frick to use his gavel 
several times and threatening to clear the gallery. 

Mr. Alan Avramody rose to his feet again, ‘my client has already been discharged... you 
can not convict him for the same crime...’ 

Mr. Justice Frick shouted. ‘Sit down Mr. Avramody before I hold you in contempt of the 
court. You should know the law has changed.’ 

Avramody knew that, but it was a knee-jerk reaction on his part. 

At that point Randy Sense realised his game was up, he broke down and started to confess to 
a room packed with people. ‘Tobias,’ Randy said, ‘had been in Room 102 the day before cleaning it 
when he had noticed Mrs. Michaela Wilson opening the safe. It contained money and jewellery and 
he told me about it. The next morning I saw the couple in the dining room having breakfast. I 
overheard her husband telling her to hurry up; otherwise they would miss the boat trip they had 
booked. I called Tobias’s cell. He was on his round cleaning the rooms and I told him about it. Two 
minutes later I arrived at Room 102 where Tobias was waiting. I used a spare generic keycard and 
we entered the room. I went straight to the safe and using a general code I opened the safe. When 
Mrs. Wilson unexpectedly entered the room and caught us red-handed she shouted, ‘What the hell 
are you doing?’ We were both scared of losing our jobs. I could see she was going to scream. I 
moved forward quickly, pushed her against the wall, and grabbed her to try and silence her. I did 
not want to harm her. All I wanted was for her to be quiet. With my arms around her neck and chest 
I squeezed. She struggled. For a moment I did not even feel how hard I was suffocating her... I 
must have squeezed too hard... I just did not want to do it...’ He broke down in tears. 
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After a retrial, a jury of nine took fewer than two hours to convict Randy Sense of murder 
and Tobias Wenonah Hoover of manslaughter. 

The judge broke down in tears when he praised the dignified families of Michaela Wilson 
after jailing her killers. Mr. Justice Frick had to stop to compose himself as tears welled up in his 
eyes and his face flushed red. He left the courtroom visibly upset. 

Instead of simply making his remarks and dishing out his sentence like judges usually do, he 
paused and took a deep breath, and then in a trembling voice he told Michaela’s relatives: ‘Finally, I 
should like to pay public tribute to the families of Michaela for the dignified way in which they 
have conducted themselves throughout these proceedings. Hearing the evidence during this trial has 
been difficult for everyone, but it is plain to see that it has been an immense burden for the families, 
particularly Michaela’s husband Jonathan.’ 

Randy Sense bowed his head as he was sentenced to life, with a minimum term of at least 33 
years—taking him to age 61. The judge warned him he could die in jail, whilst Tobias got 15 years 
with no possibility of parole. 
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It was finally over. Both CJ Fairfield and Abad Nelson defended the judge following the 
hearing. ‘He is a human being and not a robot,’ they said. ‘It highlights the abhorrent nature of the 
case. All the professionals involved will never forget their involvement in it.’ 

In a statement to the press Jonathan said, he saw visions of his wife’s death every night 
when he closed his eyes to sleep, adding: ‘I hear her cries and see her terror, and then the realization 
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they are not going to stop. I feel her heart racing and I am all too powerless to help her. Michaela 
being weaker than these two beasts never stood a chance.’ 

Michaela’s ageing mother said: ‘the two men involved in my daughter’s murder have left 
me with a lifetime of emptiness, continuing memories of her last moments, continuing nightmares 
and a grave to visit. 
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Sitting in the coffee lounge at the Calisa Pen airport, CJ and Abad were saying goodbye 
over a cup of coffee. 

Abad looking straight at CJ, said, ‘it has really been an experience working with you.’ 

‘It was entirely my pleasure,’ CJ replied. 

‘Well, thank you... you take care of yourself now,’ Abad said softly. 

“You too Abad,’ replied CJ with equal sadness. 

After shaking hands for the final time, CJ went through security control into the departure 
lounge. 

The lounge was crowded. CJ took a seat. He was conscious that in a little while he would be 
on his way home where he knew two women were waiting for him. 
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‘BA flight 2026 is now boarding at gate 4 to London Heathrow. Will all passengers please 
have their passports and boarding passes ready?’ 

CJ rose and made his way to gate 4. Whilst he was standing in the line, a little boy was 
staring at him and making faces. CJ decided to mimic him. When the mother of the boy noticed 
them she bent down and scolded the boy. 

“Oh, let him. He was having fun,’ said CJ. 

The young mother looked up and suddenly recognised CJ. ‘You are that famous detective... 
aren’t you?’ she said, her lower jaw hanging down. 

‘I am afraid you found me out,’ replied CJ with a smile. 
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The plane took off on time. It was in the clouds fifty-eight thousand feet high. All seats were 
taken. Sitting next to CJ was a French man. When the flight attendant came down the aisle with the 
drink trolley, CJ asked for a Cointreau on ice and a packet of salted peanuts. 

Turning to the French man, the hostess asked, ‘and you, sir?’ 

‘Same for me too, please.’ 

Leaning towards CJ, the French man said. ‘I like a man who appreciates a nice drink... J am 
Francois Ahmed Gautier...’ 

I wonder how my sister is doing, CJ was thinking. 

‘,..at home in France I always relax with Cointreau after dinner.’ 

I hope she has regained all functions. 

*...we French people...’ 

CJ, coming out of his thoughts said, ‘I am sorry you were saying...’ 

It was then that CJ had a good look at Gautier. He had very short black hair and a thin beard 
and moustache, pushing close to fifty. Although he spoke perfect French, he looked like a mixed 
breed. His face looked familiar, CJ thought, but he could not remember where he had seen him. 

When they were well in the air, CJ decided to take a nap. Gautier left his seat to go to the 
toilet. Once he was inside the lavatory, he spoke into his cell phone. 
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‘The subject is on the plane.’ 

The voice on the other end of the phone was telling him something and Gautier was 
listening intently. 

‘Yes... yes... Erm... are you sure this is what you want to do?’ 

‘Yes, but make sure it cannot be traced back to me, you hear?’ 

“Will do, sir.’ 

Moments later he came back to his seat and noticed that CJ was still sleeping. He reached 
for his briefcase and as he was about to pull out a syringe, CJ woke up. Instead, he quickly grabbed 
a book he had in the case and closed the lid as swiftly as he could. 

‘Do you mind if I put the reading light on,’ Gautier asked CJ. 

‘Go ahead,’ CJ replied. He adjusted his position and closed his eyes again. Most of the 
passengers in the plane were taking a nap. 

Two hours later, he was disturbed by an announcement from the pilot. 

‘Ladies and gentlemen, we are approaching London Heathrow. The weather is sunny...’ 

The Fasten Seatbelts sign above each seat came on. CJ made sure that his seatbelt was 
fastened and his seat was in the upright position. To take his mind off his fear of flying, he directed 
his thoughts on to his sister and his wife Karina. He began to think about what he would do, if the 
weather permitted. The first thing that came to his mind was to take them to their bungalow at 
Herne Bay for a couple of weeks. This would also provide him with a well earned rest. 

As he felt the plane descending, he lifted the shield covering the oval window and stared out 
at the scenery 30,000 feet below, enjoying the different colours and textures, hills and valleys, 
structures and roads. Moments before the plane touched down, he closed his eyes and waited for 
the aircraft to come to a stand still. 
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After his flight BA 2026 had landed at Heathrow airport, CJ cleared customs and then made 
his way to the luggage section. It was crowded with passengers waiting around the carousel. CJ did 
not have to wait too long to collect his suitcase. At least that’s what he thought he had collected as 
he made his way through the nothing to declare corridor to the exit door. 

As he could not wait to be reunited with his wife and sister, he hurried through the long 
corridor. His time in Mauri Tsui had been an exhausting one and being with Karina and Destiny 
relaxing by the pool or the sea would be quite a welcoming change in his otherwise busy life. 

Not having CJ by her side had been difficult for Karina too. Standing there by the railing 
amongst the crowd, she waited anxiously to catch sight of her husband. The waiting was over when 
she suddenly spotted him and called out: ‘CJ!’ She slipped through the barrier; they rushed into 
each other’s arms and showered each other with kisses like two young lovers. 

A few seconds later, CJ noticed Destiny sitting in a wheel chair. They stared at each other 
for a moment before hugging each other. The trio were delighted to be reunited after so many 
weeks. 

Moments later, whist they were driving home on the M25, one of the UK’s busiest 
motorways, carrying up to 200,000 vehicles and 10,000 HGVs per day, CJ was delighted to be on 
British soil again, breathing in the fresh air and admiring the greenery. 

Destiny was gasping for a drink. Karina pulled the car onto the hard shoulder and brought it 
to a stand still to allow CJ to fetch a bottle of water from the boot of the car. As he raised the boot 
lid he heard a ticking noise which appeared to be coming from inside his suitcase. He knew he did 
not have a clock in his suitcase and immediately smelt a rat. 

CJ shouted, ‘Karina, get out of the car quickly, now.’ 

‘Why?’ Karina asked. ‘What’s up?’ 

‘T’ll explain later,’ CJ snapped. 
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CJ rushed to the passenger side and helped Destiny out of her seat. He carried her away 
from the car and Karina followed. They had barely managed to get far away enough from the 
vehicle when it burst into flames and exploded, lighting up the sky whilst debris shot up in the air. 
Had they been inside the car for another minute they would have been instantly incinerated. A cloud 
of billowing black smoke could be seen rising from the inferno. The blaze had completely engulfed 
and destroyed the car. 

As CJ lay on the ground with his hands covering his head, his thoughts went back to the 
time he was tied up in his hotel room in Mauri Tsui and recollected the written note that was left on 
his bed by his attackers not to mention the sealed envelope he had received in his office which had 
contained additional threats. He shuddered when he thought of the two narrow escapes he had had. 
Then there was his conversation with Mr. Gautier. The latter had said something disturbing, but CJ 
could not quite remember what it was. The more he tried to recall it, the more it eluded him. 

As they stood there watching the car burning, CJ noticed a man standing by a jeep parked on 
the hard shoulder further down the motorway. The man stood there for a moment then got in his car 
and drove off. Jt became evident to CJ that the explosion was the result of foul play. 2 


77 


CHAPTER 18 


Karina and Destiny were truly shaken. CJ tried to offer an explanation for the explosion. They did 
not fully accept CJ’s suggestion that it was probably an electrical fault with the car but they 
managed to control their panic. 

CJ’s throat was dry. His main concern at that moment was to get his wife and sister home 
safely. 

Fire engines arrived at the scene. Firemen were immediately blasting water at the burning 
car in their attempt to put out the fire. It took a team of six firefighters more than an hour to bring 
the fire under control, whilst policemen were keeping the traffic moving. 

Police Sergeant Dempsey recognised CJ. ‘My God! It’s Detective Fairfield.’ 

CJ smiled. ‘I am afraid you found me out,’ he said. 

“Welcome back.’ 

‘Not much of a welcome, is it?’ 

‘No. At least you and your companions are okay,’ Dempsey said. ‘Ill get a police car to 
drive you home.’ 

‘Thank you,’ CJ said quickly. 

CJ took his wife and sister to a waiting police car. They jumped in and a moment later it 
disappeared into the heavy traffic. 
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Francois Gautier was on the phone to his contact. ‘He escaped the explosion, sir but...’ 

‘Damn it! Can’t you get anything right?’ the voice on the other end of the phone yelled. 
“Take him out.’ 

‘Don’t worry, sir, I know where he lives.’ 

‘Try to get it right this time.’ The line went dead. 
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Sitting on a bench in his garden in Ashford, England, CJ was flicking through a Life 
magazine that his wife Karina had been reading. As he flicked through he came across an article. It 
was a transcript of an interview that Jonathan Wilson had given. 

The interviewer said, “you must be relieved that the police have finally put behind bars your 
wife's murderers?’ 

‘In a manner of speaking, but it will not bring back my Michaela.’ 

“True. Are you pleased our very own CJ Fairfield got involved?’ 

‘T don’t think this case would have been solved without his intervention.’ 


78 


‘Have you spoken to Mr. Fairfield? I believe he is back in England.’ 

‘Not yet but I plan to.’ 

Appended to the article was a photograph of Jonathan when he was being escorted by Mauri 
Tsui police to the courtroom for the second trial. In the background of the photograph there was a 
crowd amongst which stood a bearded man with a moustache. CJ recognised him immediately as 
being Francois Gautier. Was it coincidence that Gautier was sitting next to him in the plane on his 
way home to England? CJ wondered. 

CJ was determined to find out more about Gautier. He remembered him saying he had been 
living in France for ten years and enjoyed drinking Cointreau in the evening. He had subtly alluded 
to the case of Mrs. Michaela Wilson. ‘What a waste of a young life,’ he had said. Could that be a 
clue that there might be a connection? 
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Following further investigations, it transpired that Tobias Hoover may not have even been in 
Mauri Tsui, when Michaela Wilson was strangled. Prior to the murder, the former factory worker 
had moved to France and lived there for five years, albeit illegally after his six-month tourist visa 
had expired. He had intended to stay on but when he finally re-applied for a visa, it was not granted 
and he was forced to return home. 

During the trial of Mrs. Michaela Wilson it had emerged that a fake French national ID card 
with Tobias’ photo but under another name, claiming citizenship of France, had been found at his 
house when he was arrested. He had rejected prosecution claims that after a short spell as a painter 
and decorator he had used the ID to dupe a Paris hotel to employ him, until he was eventually 
deported. ‘I returned myself,’ CJ remembered Tobias insisted. 

During his time in Paris he had told the court he worked at the two star Hotel de Paris 
Maubeuge, Gare du Nord, as an evening housekeeper - earning around £500 (€712) a month and 
had stayed in a basement with his uncle. The name Frangois Gautier was mentioned but it did not 
register in CJ’s mind at the time. 

When Tobias was back in Mauri Tsui he briefly moved into the family home in Bello Rees, 
a village in the north-west of the island. After landing a job at The Geldens Hotel he had moved in 
with his sister, who lived closed to the resort whilst building his own house. 

Tobias, who spoke good French but had a slight stammer, had insisted to the court that at the 
time of Michaela’s murder he was on the phone talking to his sister, but the phone record did not 
support his claim. 

He was known to be lazy and not very good at his jobs. Prosecutor Hank during the trial had 
pointed out that out of the 50 rooms he was in charge of he apparently checked the condition of 
only four on the day of Michaela’s death. 

Tobias’ wife, an outspoken advocate for her husband, carried copies of letters of 
commendations about her husband in her handbag and was always willing to show anyone who 
expressed an interest. 

The home Tobias had been building since he had returned to Mauri Tsui, remained 
unfinished when he was arrested, re-tried and jailed for 15 years for manslaughter. Like her 
husband, Tobias’ wife has never stopped protesting his innocence. 

Whilst Tobias, since his imprisonment, has gone on hunger strike, his uncle Frangois 
Gautier is believed to be on the run. Who would find who first? Who would outwit who? 
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Marks & Spencer in the High Street of Ashford was crowded with shoppers. Karina 
Fairfield was standing at the shoe counter where a sales girl was finishing wrapping a box for her. 
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‘That will be £60. Are you paying by cash or card?’ 

‘Debit card.’ 

The shop assistant presented Karina with a card reader and she inserted her card into the 
slot. 

‘Enter your pin please.’ 

After the machine had verified Karina’s bank account and was satisfied she had sufficient 
fund to cover the purchase, it debited her account accordingly and issued a receipt. 

Karina took her package and made her way to the exit door. As she got close to it she 
suddenly stopped, filled with fear. A bearded man with a mobile to his ear was staring at her as he 
was speaking to someone. Karina had seen him earlier whilst she was shopping in Argos. She was 
sure he was stalking her. She turned round and returned to the counter. 

‘Can I get you anything else, Ma’am,’ the shop assistant asked. 

‘No. Err... yes, is there a back door?’ 

The shop assistant pointed her finger to a door but quickly added, ‘but this is only for the 
staff...” 

Before the shop assistant had completed her sentence, Karina had made her way towards it. 
She looked around, satisfied there was no one suspicious, and stepped out into Fleet Street and 
hurried to the car park in the Stoneborough shopping centre which was across the high street. 

Karina looked back a few times to see if she was being followed, then stopped at a traffic 
light waiting impatiently for the green man to show. She looked to her right and saw the same 
bearded man walking towards her. She freaked out and decided to cross causing a bus driver to push 
down hard on his break. The driver put his head out of the window and shouted, “you crazy fool.’ 

Karina was not even aware she had nearly killed herself with her reckless action. As she 
entered the shopping centre she pulled out her mobile and called CJ but the line was engaged. 
‘Leave a message after the tone,’ said the voice. 

‘CJ phone me back, I think I am being followed,’ Karina said, alarmingly. 

There were lots of people in the shopping centre, and Karina walked as fast as she could to 
the nearest lift. Her heart was pounding and she was beginning to get short of breath. The door-lift 
opened and she jumped in. As the door was closing she saw the bearded man rushing towards it but 
he failed to reach it in time. 

Karina’s car was parked on the roof which was six levels up. 

Why is that man stalking me? Karina wondered. In the lift with her, was an old woman. She 
was studying her. ‘Beautiful, isn’t it?’ 

“What is?’ Karina responded abruptly, not understanding what the woman was referring to. 

‘Your coat... I used to have one like that...’ 

Karina gave her a false smile. ‘It certainly is.” Her eyes were fixed on the display showing 
the levels. Two more levels and she would be in the car park. As she stood there it seemed to take 
ages. Her mind was preoccupied with all sorts of thoughts. 

What does he want with me? 

*...it got too old I had to throw it away,’ said the old woman. 

I hope CJ ring me back soon. 

Suddenly the lift stopped and the door opened. Karina popped her head out and looked left 
then right before coming out. Then she went straight to her car and began to drive out of the car 
park. On the way down she saw the bearded man staring at her. Moments later Karina was out of 
the car park on her way home. 

When Karina got home she told CJ about it. By the description he got, CJ knew immediately 
that it must have been Frangois Gautier. Not to cause any worry, he did not tell her that she was 
possibly embroiled in a web of terror. He simply joked about it, saying, ‘he probably fancies you,’ 
and laughed it off which somehow irritated Karina. Doubting her good sense, she thought she might 
have over reacted. 


CJ had already alerted Interpol about Gautier and there was a warrant out for his arrest. 
After Karina’s experience, CJ was certain that the man he was looking for was closer to him than he 
had thought. 
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Since Destiny had got out of hospital, not to be on her own, she had been living with CJ and 
Karina. She came out of her bedroom and had a glow on her face. CJ and Karina looked at her. 
There was a silence that lasted a full minute. They were both amazed to see her on her feet. 

‘The new treatment worked! I am in remission,’ Destiny said, feeling quite excited. 

CJ said, ‘thank God! I’m so pleased for you, Destiny.’ 

‘This is cause for celebration,’ Karina said. 

‘First I want to go home.’ 

‘There is no need to rush. Please stay here a bit longer,’ CJ said. 

‘No.’ 

‘Why not, Destiny?’ Karina asked. 

‘I don’t want to be a bother to you two, anymore.’ 

‘Is that what you think, sister?’ CJ asked, feeling somewhat annoyed. 

“You don’t understand I need to be in my cottage. When I am there I feel close to Enrico.’ 

‘Ah!’ CJ knew how much Destiny adored her late husband Enrico Swanson. 

CJ looked at her a moment and nodded. ‘Right.’ 

CJ watched Destiny go into the bedroom followed by Karina. As she started to pack, Karina 
said, ‘let me help you.’ 

Twenty minutes later when Karina and Destiny came out of the bedroom carrying a suitcase, 
CJ was on the phone. 

‘...thank you for letting me know, sergeant. Hold him there I will be at the station in half an 
hour’. 

Destiny was standing there waiting to say goodbye. 

CJ put the receiver down, walked towards his sister and they hugged each other. After 
putting the suitcase in the boot of the car, he then watched Karina drive Destiny to her cottage. 
Seeing his beloved sister back on her feet again was a great relief to him. 

As he drove himself to Ashford police station, he was hoping he would have another good 
piece of news. Whilst he was on the phone, Sergeant Dempsey had told him a man answering to the 
description of Francois Gautier had been arrested. Little did he suspect at the time that the man 
talking to him on the phone was not Sergeant Dempsey. 

Whilst he was driving along he suddenly remembered the man pronounced the word station 
with a French accent. He quickly realised he had been duped. He placed a call to Ashford police 
station and the receptionist informed him that Sergeant Dempsey was off duty. He told the 
receptionist to get someone to dispatch a squad car to No.1 All Saints Road—which was the address 
of Destiny’s house. He turned his car around immediately and made his way there. He rang 
Karina’s mobile, but there was no answer. ‘Pick up your phone, Karina,’ CJ shouted in vain. 2 
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CHAPTER 19 


When CJ arrived at his sister’s house, he found Karina’s car abandoned in the driveway. On the 
drivers' seat was a note. ‘I've got them. Don’t do anything stupid and they will be safe.’ Signed FG. 

CJ had dealt with kidnappers before and he knew quite a bit about how their mind worked. 
He also knew his wife Karina, who used to work for the Gazette as a sport news reporter before 
they got married. Thirty-five-year-old Karina grew up in a family of police officers. As the daughter 
to a retired police commissioner, she was used to living on the edge and was quite resourceful when 
it came to dealing with awkward and dangerous situations. 

There was always someone out there, who made a living by making other people’s lives a 
misery and CJ was well aware of that. In this case he had a pretty good idea who it was. All he had 
to do was to wait until he was ready to make contact. 

Meanwhile, Sergeant Dempsey had been called back on duty. 

“What’s the urgency?’ 

‘Detective Inspector Fairfield rang to say that the lives of his wife and sister are in danger.’ 

‘Oh, no.’ 

‘The Commissioner wants you take a couple of police officers and head to this address.’ 
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Both Karina and Destiny were forced to put a hood over their head, covering their eyes. 
Their hands were bound behind their backs and they were made to sit in the back seat of a jeep. 
Karina tried to estimate their direction and distance, but she lost track after only a few minutes of 
the drive. It was clear to her that the kidnapper wanted them alive. She was also sure that CJ would 
soon realise what had happened and he would not stop until he had rescued them. 

They travelled for some time passing near rushing water and away from it, until the jeep 
suddenly drew to a halt. One of the tyres had gone flat. They were made to walk on an uneven road 
covered with gravel until they reached a doorway of an isolated farm house tucked away in the 
moorland of Hastings, Kent. Their arms were untied, they were pushed into an almost empty room 
and forced to sit on a wooden two-seater bench a few feet away from a window with vertical iron 
bars. Their legs were then chained to the bench. The chains were long enough only to let them sit or 
stand, but not to move more than a half-space from the bench itself. Their hoods were removed. 
Although they could see Francois Gautier they would not have been able to identify him as he was 
wearing a balaclava through which they could clearly see his dark beady eyes. This somehow gave 
them a little comfort because if he didn’t want them to see his face, it was probably further 
confirmation that he didn’t plan to kill them. Despite the mask, they could tell that the face behind it 
had a receded chin and a sloped forehead. 

‘Who are you? What do you want with us?’ Destiny asked. 

‘Just sit ladies. All will become clear,’ Francois Gautier told them. ‘Now, give me your 


mobile.’ 

Karina handed him her Iphone. 

“What a smart phone,’ he remarked. ‘I've always wanted one like that. You must be rich.’ 

He put the phone on the window sill which was far away from the women. Although Gautier 
had no intention of harming them, he made it clear to the two women that he would, if they tried 
anything funny. That was enough to prevent the women from acting thoughtlessly, particularly 
Karina as she did not want to unnerve an already nervous Gautier. She was one of those types of 
women who knew how to use their physical assets to get what they wanted. Whenever she rolled 
her big intelligent brown eyes, they had the effect of hypnotising people and made them lose their 
wit. It was doubtful if that would work with forty-nine year old Gautier who had very little interest 
in women, but it was worth a try. 
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The room’s single door where the women were, was shut and Gautier was on the phone in 
an adjoining room. Neither of the women could hear clearly what he was saying as his voice was 
too low. Whilst the conversation was going on, Karina took advantage of Gautier’s distracted state 
to shift around and get some idea of how much movement she could accomplish in spite of the 
chains. Despite the heat in the room, it felt ice-cold. The wooden floor around them were caked 
with patches of stains but they could not work out what they were. As an intelligent guess it looked 
like dry blood. 

Suddenly, the women heard the front door slam. Both Destiny and Karina began to yell. 

‘Hey you turkey... let us out of here... asshole.’ 

Their plea fell on deaf ears. Moments later they heard Gautier leaving. He had driven off 
somewhere but they felt sure he was going to come back. If they were going to try to escape this 
was their opportunity. 

They wasted no time in attempting to free themselves. They struggled, pulling against the 
chains hoping they would somehow snap. Nothing happened. They tried to pull themselves forward 
in an attempt to reach the phone but the window was too far away from where they were and the 
bench would not move as it was screwed to the floor. Wherever this place was, it seemed that no 
one else could hear their screams. 

They reluctantly sat down in despair wondering what they could do to free themselves. 
Destiny kept fidgeting with her hands, looking quite desolate. 

‘What do you think he is going to do to us?’ Destiny asked. 

‘I don’t know Destiny... I really don’t know.’ 

An hour later, Gautier came back and entered the room where the two women were, 
carrying a tray in his hands. It contained two cans of Pepsi, two eggs and cucumber sandwiches and 
two paper napkins. 

“You must be hungry,’ he said, walking across the room and sitting in a chair there. ‘You've 
missed your evening meal.’ 

They wanted to refuse the meal, but Destiny’s stomach chose that exact moment to rumble 
loudly. Karina reached for the sandwich; broke the seal opened and offered one piece to Destiny 
whilst taking the other for herself. 

Karina found it somewhat bizarre that a man would kidnap them and yet had taken time to 
notice they missed their meal and had food for them. 

Gautier’s eyes were getting heavy as he watched them eat. By the time they had consumed 
the last sandwich, and drank the last drop of the Pepsi, he had fallen asleep in the chair; his head 
was leaning to one side. 

Hours later, a noise in the room woke Gautier with a start, causing him to forget where he 
was and why he was sleeping in a chair. A scant light was shining through the window, revealing 
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that morning had broken. He rubbed his neck as he straightened his head, in an attempt to ease the 
pain of sleeping with his head leaning to one side. As he did so, he remembered everything, and the 
two women. 

‘Good morning,’ Karina said. 

Her tone was pleasant, even Destiny was amazed at how cool and nice Karina was being to a 
man who had kidnapped them. Crazy or wise? Destiny wondered. 

Gautier walked to the other room and made a phone call then returned back. 

‘It won’t be long now ladies.’ he said. 

Karina could not help but grin. From fearing for her life, and that of her sister-in-law to 
wondering what he would demand of them for their freedom. She had thought on this situation all 
night. Whilst Gautier slept, she had considered most of the possibilities and he had her puzzled. She 
knew she was pretty and had made up her mind that if Gautier should make a sexual advancement 
towards her she would encourage him. 

Karina swallowed then said, ‘Okay, let’s talk. If it's money that you want...’ 

He shook his head but remained silent. 

She pushed a bit to get him to talk. 

‘Surely you are not thinking of...’ 

He grinned. 

She lifted her leg with the chains, ‘Please take them off,’ said Karina. 

He understood in that moment what she sought. He sighed as they gazed at each other. 

Karina stood up, rattled the chains and pointing out the first thing he must do. Her mind 
went blank when she tried to think of what she must do after that. 

Retrieving the key from his coat pocket, Gautier walked towards Karina and undid the 
chain. They walked to another room. 

“Where are you taking her...? Leave her alone,’ Destiny yelled. 

Her complaining fell on deaf ears. 

As they got into the other room, it was dimly lit. It was a simple bedroom, with a bed, 
wardrobe and a dresser, all completely ordinary, as if a small family once lived there. Old lace 
curtains hung over a bay-window. Karina could see Gautier was holding a gun. She moved closer to 
him, guided her mouth to his and planted a small kiss on his lips. 

Gautier wasted no time. He put the gun on the dresser, reached around her head and tugged 
her towards him, holding her close as he kissed her. The old Gautier still had a stir in his manhood 
and he was getting ready to give Karina the business. The latter could see that Gautier was taking 
the bait and continued to use her assets and lull him into a false sense of anticipation. 

‘Come with me,’ Gautier told Karina as he held her arm and walked her closer to the bed. 
She allowed herself to be led. 

As they got near the bed, Gautier instructed Karina, ‘Get up on the bed.’ 

Karina glanced at the bed for a few seconds and felt a sense of revulsion engulfing her. They 
stood in silence for a brief moment. She pulled open her blouse popping off two buttons in the 
process. Gautier was distracted by them flying across the room. Karina suddenly pulled away and 
kneed him in the groin as hard as she could. Fran¢gois Gautier, caught off guard, buckled with pain. 
With his hand holding his crotch he squatted. Karina quickly picked up the gun which was resting 
on the dresser and pointed it towards him. 

‘What’s wrong with you? Gautier asked. ‘I thought you wanted...’ 

‘Shut up and give me the key to the chain,’ Karina shouted. 

‘It’s in my shirt pocket, take it.’ 

Karina was too clever to fall for that trick. 

‘Take it out and throw it to me,’ she ordered. 

He retrieved the key from his pocket and tossed it on towards Karina making sure it landed a 
distance away from her and prepared himself to disarm her. 


Karina with her eyes fixed on Gautier, cleverly squatted down, picked up the key, and 
instructed Gautier to follow her to the other room where Destiny was. She passed the key to Destiny 
and whilst the latter was freeing herself, Karina kept a vigilant eye on Gautier with the gun pointing 
at him. 

‘If you are going to shoot me, you'd better release the catch,’ he told Karina. 

‘What?’ 

‘The gun has a catch. You can’t shoot without releasing it.’ 

‘Is that so?’ Karina said as if she did not know and pressed the trigger. The bullet burst out 
of the barrel, whizzed pass Gautier’s left temple grazing it in the process and ended in the wall 
behind him. 

‘Ahhhh! What did you do that for,’ Gautier complained aloud. As he raised his hand to feel 
his temple he smudged the blood that was oozing out. He tried to move towards Karina when he 
heard her shout, ‘Stop right where you are!’ She sounded earnest. ‘I guarantee you that this time I 
won’t miss.’ 

What Gautier did not know was that Karina was a pro in handling guns. She had grown up 
being around guns at her parents’ house. She used to watch her father cleaning them and he had 
taught her everything he knew, not to mention the extra tuition she had received from her husband 
CJ. 

Whilst trying to use the key to free herself, Destiny shrieked, ‘I can’t unlock this damn 
thing... I don’t think he gave us the right key!’ 

Karina looked suspiciously at Gautier and saw a defiant grin on his face. She was not 
amused and shouted, ‘Give me the right fucking key... you know by now that I can shoot and I will 
kill you if it is the only way to get it from you!’ 

Gautier did not appear perturbed by Karina’s threat. ‘Before you decide to kill me, I suggest 
you take a look underneath the bench where your sister-in-law is sitting.’ 

‘Is this another one of your pathetic tricks?’ Karina retorted. 

‘No trick,’ Gautier said, as he put his hand in his coat pocket. 

‘Hold it there?’ Karina squealed. 

‘I just want to show you something...’ 

*...then bring your hand out slowly.’ 

Gautier did as he was told and when his hand was out of his pocket he was holding a small 

device with a red button held down by his thumb. 

“What is that?’ Karina asked, although she had already suspected what it might be. 

“You see my dear, the bench is wired. Stuck underneath it, is a transmitter housed inside a 
black box. In my hand I hold a remote control. The moment I remove my thumb from the red 
button, in exactly fifteen minutes, the entire place will go up in flame and we will be history.’ 

‘You are bluffing! And you are going to die too.’ 

‘Am I bluffing?’ Gautier questioned. ‘If this is what you really believe then go ahead and 
shoot me. But first why don’t you check it out? 

Destiny, hearing what Gautier had said, wasted no time, she bent down and was horrified to 
find three sticks of dynamite bundled together, at the side of which was a little black box with a red 
light blinking intermittently. ‘Oh my god!’ she screamed, causing Karina to intuitively bend down 
to see for herself. Whilst doing so, she had momentarily taken her watchful eyes off Gautier. The 
latter was quick to seize the chance and took a violent swing with his right foot in an effort to 
dislodge the gun from Karina’s hand. Fortunately for her, Gautier’s attempt failed. 

Karina was quick to react and in her endeavour to regain control of the situation she 
clumsily pressed the trigger. A bullet shot out of the barrel of the gun and went straight into 
Gautier’s right groin causing him to scream like a hyena; but much worse, the shot caused Gautier’s 
thumb to slip off the detonator button thus activating the timer on the device which was linked to 
the dynamite. 
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As blood begun to drip down his leg, Gautier dragged his body against the wall and in 
resignation slid himself down until his behind rested on the floor. 

“You stupid woman!’ Gautier roared angrily. “You should not have done that... now we are 
all going to die!’ 

‘What?’ Karina uttered. 

‘In exactly fifteen minutes this place will go up in flame and there is no way to stop it.’ 

Karina glanced at the clock hanging on the wall and saw it was 9:46 a.m. 

‘Surely you know how to deactivate the device?’ Karina said. 

Gautier shook his head. ‘I disabled the safety mechanism to prevent tampering,’ he voiced 
faintly. 

“Give me the correct key then. I will unchain Destiny, and then we can all walk out of here,’ 
Karina begged. ‘I promise I will help you to walk.’ 

She looked at Gautier and could see that he had no intention of co-operating and the 
expression on his face showed that he was in agony. 

“You don’t understand... I haven’t got the key,’ Gautier insisted, sounding genuine. 

There was a short pause. 

‘It must have dropped off when I went out.’ 

Gautier, with great effort, emptied his pockets to show that he was not lying. 

“You fool. What did you go and do that for?’ Gautier continued to complain. 

A desperate Destiny intervened and shouted at Gautier, ‘What did we ever do to you?’ Tears 
were running down both of her cheeks. 

Gautier felt some pity for the women as he never intended to harm them, least of all, 
endangering his own life. They were only a means to an end. His mission was to eliminate CJ and 
he was waiting for him to arrive. He had left instructions with CJ to come alone. Gautier’s plan was 
to lock the detective in the room on his own, and walk out with the women until he was far enough 
to detonate the bomb using the remote control. Now that the situation had altered he became 
agitated. 
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The minute hand on the clock continued to advance increasing the tension in the room. 
Destiny had her fingers on her rosary beads, counting them one by one. 

Gautier was very aware of the damage the bomb would cause. He knew once the bomb went 
off their chances of getting out alive was nil. This is the situation he wanted CJ to be in, which 
appeared to have backfired. ‘We need to get out of here!’ Gautier shouted to Karina. 

“What about Destiny?’ 

“What about her?’ Gautier asked. ‘I am afraid we’ll have to...’ 

Karina cut in. ‘No way.’ 

Gautier concluded, ‘then I must leave you to it,’ and he began to drag himself out of the 
room, shouting, ‘we are running out of time!’ 

Pointing the gun to Gautier’s head, Karina affirmed, “No one is going anywhere. Stay where 
you are. You’ve got us in this mess; you get us out of it.’ 

Quietly Karina could not wait for CJ to arrive. She dialled his cell phone, but could not get a 
signal. ‘Shit,’ she muttered. 

Unexpectedly she heard a voice. It was that of CJ’s on the police loud speaker. He, together 
with Sergeant Dempsey and his officers, were outside the house, armed and ready to fire. 

CJ shouted, ‘Gautier, you are surrounded. Give yourself up!’ 

Thank God you are here, Karina whispered to herself and rushed to the front door. Before 
opening it she shouted, ‘this is Karina, I am coming out!’ She proceeded to open the door. 

‘Hold your fire,’ CJ ordered. 


Opportunist Gautier used that break to crawl out through the back door which led to a corn 
field, and tried to get away. 
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Dempsey had deactivated many bombs in his life time. He knew he was racing against time. 
There was just over sixty seconds left for him to find a way to neutralise the bomb and he would 
give it his best shot. 

He stared at a bundle of five wires: green, yellow, red, white and blue. He knew that if he 
made the mistake of cutting through the wrong one the bomb would explode instantly. This was not 
the first time he had been faced with such a dilemma, but every situation was different. After some 
hesitation, his forehead covered with sweat, he boldly cut the green wire and when nothing 
happened, he crossed it with the yellow one. He immediately held his breath waiting anxiously for 
the effect of his actions... 

Later on he admitted the operation was tricky because of the unconventional method 
adopted to hardwire the bomb together. Francois Gautier knew how to make it, but he obviously did 
not know enough to stop an expert from deactivating it. 

Gautier, in his feeble attempt to escape capture, had hid himself. 

‘Seek him out. He could not have gone very far with his injury,’ CJ told the others. 

As they conducted a search, a trail of blood led them to a small mud hut, inside which, was a 
spider hole camouflaged with bricks and dirt and covered with polystyrene and a carpet. 

CJ looked into the hole and saw a figure inside it. He was seconds away from shooting, 
when two hands appeared. Gautier clearly wanted to surrender. He was pulled out, looking 
bewildered, pale and weak. 

‘I want to negotiate,’ said Gautier, barely able to stand on his feet. 

CJ, with a grin on his face replied, ‘I am not in the mood.’ 

Blood was still dripping down Gautier’s leg. Moments later, as he was being taken to the 
police car he went into shock and lost consciousness. He was rushed to the nearest general hospital 
for medical attention. 

When Gautier came round, he was charged with attempted multiple murders and 
kidnapping. He is awaiting trial. 2 
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CHAPTER 20 


Eighteen months later... 


Back at Old Kent Road, a silver BMW 23 entered the garage. Once it was inside, the up and over 
door lowered and the automatic ceiling light kicked in. The car door opened and sitting at the 
steering wheel was Jonathan Wilson. After turning off the motor, he sat there for a moment staring 
at the blank wall. For the thousandth time that day his mind drifted once again to Michaela. He 
struggled to push his thoughts away from his mind. He sighed softly and got out of the car. He let 
himself into the house through the connection door and he stood in the lounge, staring at the cream 
L-shaped settee where he and Michaela used to cozy up together watching TV. There was a 
beautiful gold frame stuck to the wall, holding one of their wedding photos. He stared at it and 
could not believe that Michaela was gone. Holding back the tears, he walked into the dining room, 
glancing briefly at the vase which still contained the twelve roses his parents Laura and Danny had 
given them. They were looking dry and lifeless. As he walked into the kitchen, the plants, which 
once hung proudly in one corner of the ceiling, and on the window sills, were dead. Jonathan had 
not been in the house since his wife had died eighteen months ago. 

Whenever he used to come home, if Michaela was already in, she would always give him a 
hug and then treated him with a tender kiss. As he was driving to the house he had wondered if he 
would ever be able to stay in it without his precious wife. He knew how much his wife had wanted 
the house and what they had gone through to get it. But now, without her, should he keep it or not? 
He kept asking himself. 

It had been a mighty battle to move on and continue with his life. The memory of her made 
him weak as he walked past the swimming pool. They used to spend hours sunbathing. She would 
rub his body with tanning lotion and he would return the favour. He stood there, his eyes fixed in 
the water as if willing for Michaela to miraculously emerge in her bikini and beckon him to jump 
in. His mind drifted back to the days before they had left to Mauri Tsui, thinking about what they 
had as a couple and the wonderful times they had shared together. They had shared hope and 
laughter, their bed, this house and much more. 

Michaela had wanted children, particularly a boy that would hopefully look like Jonathan 
and if she was lucky to have her wish granted, she had already decided to call him Jonathan Junior. 
Jonathan had no doubt that Michaela, besides being beautiful, brilliant, and successful, would have 
been a wonderful mother. 

‘Tf only I hadn’t taken her to Mauri Tsui,’ Jonathan reflected. 
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He felt as though part of what had happened was his fault, but he knew that he had to stop 
beating himself up about it. 

As he walked back into the house and went to his study, the silence became suddenly 
unbearable and all he wanted to do was to run. He felt an overpowering urge to get out, to get away 
from the emptiness and the silence. It was only now after eighteen months without his Michaela that 
numbness was wearing off. It was as though the psychological protection was fading away and what 
was seeping through was raw pain. 

Jonathan shook his head as he picked himself up and walked rapidly to the garage. As he sat 
in the driver’s seat, he pressed the remote-control device on his dashboard and waited for the garage 
door to open before reversing the car. 

Seconds later, the sleek silver z3 sped away. When he had reached his parents’ house, he 
went straight to his old bedroom which Laura had always kept ready for him. 
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It was difficult for Jonathan to imagine being in love again, caring deeply about someone, 
looking into someone’s eyes and wanting to explode with joy. Nothing of that sort had happened to 
him for so long that he had almost forgotten what it could feel like. He was frightened that if it 
should happen, that the same misfortune would repeat itself. He was also doubtful if he could find 
another gem like Michaela. If he was looking, what he would want was an exact replica—a perfect, 
flawless, remarkable diamond that his wife was to him. 

It was doubtful that he would ever find a replica. But one thing was certain, even if Jonathan 
did not know it, love does come round again and quite often in mysterious ways. 2 
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EPILOGUE 


Francois Ahmed Gautier was tried at the Old Bailey and sentenced to life imprisonment. 
Jonathan Wilson despite his scepticism has found love again. 

Laura and Danny Wilson got over their turbulent times and live a happy and peaceful life. 
As for Mrs. Evelyn Hughes, she still bears the scar of the loss of her only daughter. 


—theEND— 
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Ms P.C., Reader from Ashford. Kent. UK. 


S AMNULAS 
¥ 


To 


a modernised version 
of ‘Torn between 


Bride in Waiting 

This is a thrilling story of love and tribulations. 

Dr Rama Kaminski has been married to Maya for ten years. They have a beautiful daughter, a detached house in the city 
and two cars. They seem perfectly happy — except Rama is secretly having an affair with his assistant, Dr Gud. The 
latter desperate to have Rama for herself, threatens to end the affair unless Rama divorces his wife and marries her 
instead. Rama has to choose between his family and his lover. 


ISBN 978-1-78972-052-5 
Youcan get your copy today at Amazon.co.uk 
Also available in eBook format for your Kindle 
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story of eee 
mistaken Him 1S a 
identity, gripping 
oe psychological 
an : 
murder, thriller and a 

is A Mauritian reader great page- 

5 A most turner. 

g o enjoyable Mr. S. King, a reviewer. 

ea novel with an 

E = unexpected 

Lo twist at the 

i 5 end. The pace A compelling read 

i as story from start to finish. 
will keep you : 
Mig "Full of twists.. .you 
Mavitarkewe, Won't want to put 


et 
et 
e, 


<! 


° 


seg RR, hae eS Pa 
Actheilling story of mistaker 


revenge'ohd murder 


it down. 
Mrs T.C, reader from Kent. UK. 


“What would you do if your identity 
was stolen by someone who looked 
just like you? A rollercoaster ride of 
deceit that will keep you on the edge 


of your seat until the end.” 
Macdadd. A reader from Kent. 


Life is about to change for Bono Spencer, an art dealer who is married to a beautiful Russian 
nightclub singer. Returning home from his latest business venture, Bono finds himself embroiled in 
s case of mistaken identity. Once his life was simple and uncomplicated, now Bono has to fight to 
get back his home, his wife and his life. Will he find the help he needs to fight back? 


ISBN 978-1-78972-053-2 


Youcan get your copy today at Amazon.co.uk 
Also available in eBook format for your Kindle 
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THE 


INVISIBLE 
ENEMY 


°e AWWANG WTSESTANT FHL 


gee ots 
ii hvisible Ene iB Sydney S Chellen 
pivisib ie 


As the COVID-19 pandemic rages throughout the world, a terrorist and a mad scientist set out to make the most of the 
situation by kidnapping some world leaders and holding them to ransom. The situation was becoming desperate until a 
British Secret Agent jumped into the game to eradicate the villains, but the latter were prepared to retaliate. How far 
would they go? Learn more by going through this new novel by Sydney S. Chellen, a master of intrigue. REVIEW by Prega 


Valaydon, 14 May, 2021 


DARING 
MISSION 


by 
Sydney S Chellen 


A team of doctors tries to save the life of a Prime Minster who has collapsed and has been rushed to hospital 
where he is diagnosed as having caught COVID19. In an attempt to rid his body of the deadly virus, a 
capsule and its crew is miniaturised and pushed down his windpipe. Is the crew taking too much of a risk as 
they run against the clock?... 


REVIEW: The voyage inside the human body is written in plain English making it quite educational as well as 
entertaining. Mrs. Carr, a reader from South Wales. 


Youcan get your copy today at Amazon.co.uk 
Also available in eBook format for your Kindle 
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The man who 


LOST HIS SOUL 


be 
‘1 g 


by 


. 
t 


MSU I Sydney S Chellen 


@ 


is 
= 


2021-2022 


Donna Rees, a beautiful thirty-five—year-old blonde-haired millionairess has for the last three years been 
living a peaceful life with her handsome toy-boy, Jeff Larson—ten years her junior. One evening she 
receives an international call claiming Jeff is a dead man walking. He has traded his soul in settlement of a 
gambling debt. The only way Donna can save Jeff is for her to settle his debt in ten equal instalments over a 
period of ten weeks. She is given a limited period to decide whether to pay the money. She naively signs a 
dodgy contract. Caught up in a financial fraud, she finds herself stranded in a foreign country. Soon she 
discovers a plot to murder her. Can she act quickly and save her life? 


Reviews 


Set in the UK and Nigeria, this new novel starts with a financial fraud, followed by impersonations, 
treachery and murder. In his usual style, the writer blends mystery and suspense. The pace is fast keeping 
the reader on the edge. Prega Valaydon, 2021. 


Wonderful Romance. Full of suspense. Read at one go easily with scenes that are lively. The reader’s 
turmoil accumulating is dissolved by the happy ending. Regular Reader, VDC, Mtius, 2022. 


My friend recommended this novel. It is a 5-star for sure. Once I started reading I couldn’t stop! Many 
twists and turns. Amazon Reviewer. 


I’ve been looking for a romantic thriller novel to read and found my fix! Based ona 
millionairess who got caught on a financial scam and quickly found her life was at risk. I loved the narrative 
from start to finish, the plot, everything! - Goodreads Reviewer. 


Once I started to read I found it very hard to stop. Very easy to get lost in it’s various twists and turns with 
every turn of a page speculation and curiosity grew. Donna’s naivety and stupidity led her into dangerous 


territories. One that every woman who doesn’t want to get scammed should make a point of reading. Reader 
from London. 


Youcan get your copy today at Amazon.co.uk 
Also available in eBook format for your Kindle 
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Online 


Visit his website and read sample chapters of his books free, send and receive personal messages, and leave 
comments at www.sydneyschellenbooks.com 


A Step Too Far 


A abetig cary of hve, hase aa vader 


ardback and 


Why not find out more about Sydney’s double lives, in Mauritius and Kent, his family and 
beloved cats and how he spends his time when he is not writing stories. Also, learn more 
about new releases and pre-publication sample chapters. 
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Other books 


by Sydney S Chellen 


The essential guide to the internet for health professionals. Routledge san 0-415-22747-x 


The essential guide to the internet for health professionals - Student edition. 
Routledge ISBN 0-415-30557-8 (pb); ISBN 0-415-30556-X (hb). 


The patient with a Mental Disorder. Cassell. issn 0.06-318295-s 


Information Technology for the Caring Professions. Harper 


and ROW. issn 0-304-33162-7 (hb); 0-304-33164-3 (pb) 
Word for Windows. Cassell. ISBN 0-304-33242-9 


Excel for Windows. Cassell. issn 0-304-33241-0 


A passage to Europe. GPSbooksUK. 
Memories of Yesteryears. GPSbooksUK. 
Untold Story - An Autobiography. GPSbooksUK. 


An Untold Story Retold- The Autobiography. GPSbooksUK. 
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ABOUT THE AUTHOR 
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Sydney S. Chellen (AKA Sada, Seringapatam) was born in Mauritius, 
the third son of late Armon and Veerama (AKA Anne-Marie). He began work as a 
correspondent typist but eventually moved to Swansea, South of Wales, where after 
three years he qualified as a Registered Mental Nurse. He met and married Miss 
Georgina Scicluna, a Maltese nurse. At the age of twenty-five, he qualified as a 
State Registered Nurse and was awarded the John Ford-King prize for ‘best bed- 
side manner’. In 1997, he became a Senior Lecturer at Canterbury Christ Church 
University and started to write educational books. His book: The Essential Guide to 
the Internet for Health Professionals became a best seller in UK and the USA. The 
second edition of the book is available in paperback, hardback and e-book format. 
In 1966, he co-wrote a fictional novel, Wreckage but forty-seven years later, he re- 
wrote it and re-titled it theWreckage—based partly on a true-life story. Thirteen 
more novels ensued—four of which form part of a series called Sex, Lies, and 
Murder. 

Sydney S. Chellen has three children and two grand children. He and 
his wife who now live in the county of Kent, UK and they have two Birman 
pedigrees namely Lord DeMilo and Lady Tara which they adore. 


y GPSbooksUK — > a 
MYSTERY FICTION 


Death at the GELDENS 
HOTEL 


SYDNEY S CHELLEN 


‘.. The fourth book in the series, Sex, Lies & Murder 


Michaela Wilson had it all—a successfill career. a brand 

: new house. and a loving husband. Whilst on honeymoon on the 

island of Mauri Tsut, she is tragically strangled in her hotel room. 

» This senseless act of brutality robbed this beautiful English rose ofa 
wonderful and vibrant life. 

On the hunt is Detective Inspector CJ Fairfield. Will he 

risk his lifé to find the killer or Killers or will it just be another open ° 

and shut case? 
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